22 


vol. I. No. 10 


ROSALIND OF OLD BASING 


Gen 15 Number Two, Honored at a Banquet 
in Red Deer on Wednesday of Last Week.) 


Fair Rosalind! thy charms I sing. 

Oh! beauty; ‘tis a wondrous thing. 

Those languorous, brown eyes of thine, 
Those lovely cheeks, so soft, so fine, 

Thy proud patrician figure, all enthral. 
Once seeing thee, in vain my old loves call. 


Old Basing! Thy ancestral home, 

How sad the fate from it to roam 

Across the seas and sever all 

That tied thee to thy native hall, 

Be mine, sweet girl, and here I pledge my word 
You'll never mingle with the common herd. 


The gallants of the little town 

Basked in the light of thy renown, 

They gathered round the festive board 

And at thy feet their offerings poured 

But, heart's desire, don't for a moment fear 
You'll linger in the confines of Red Deer. 


A larger stall in fame’s vast shrine 
I'll plan for thee when thou art mine. 
Only the cream of life we'll know 
Each month time's stream will faster flow. 
For are you not ‘mid moolie champions the 
champ 
That all the other cows has taken into camp? 
—Nanki Poo. 
Edmonton, October 19. 


Has it ever struck you that real estate advertis- 
ers are not always as dente in the selection of their 
descriptive phrases, by which they hope to induce 
you to purchase their properties, as, with a little 
care and judgment, they might be. Take the word 
“snaps,” for instance, 

“Snaps” to me suggests vicious dogs, steel traps, 
yawning jaws, hungry ivories. It has also a hint 
of snatching that isn’t nice. 

Something that bites. 

Then there is that other encouraging invitation, 
“Get in the swim.” 

Swim naturally calls to mind “water.” 

Water, muskeg land. 

In connection with land it is not a happy choice 
at all, at all. 

“High and dry” are the things best laid emphasis 
oO connection with 4 


Then there's the word “peninsula.” 

“Almost surrounded by water 

To be sure, the ad. goes on to explain, that track» 
are the inducement to locate in this instance. 

Then why not lose the water idea, 

I tell you quite candidly, advertisers should chose 
their words well, 

Sitting back taking notice are the readers, ready 
like a covey of partridges, to take flight at the first 
cent of danger 


From time to time 1 hope to write sketches of 
well-known people about town. Who is this? 

Let's call him Handy Andy for my present pur 
poses, 

Handy Andy is the common man in an uncom 
mon degree. 

There is no psychological mystery to be unravel: 
led about him, no intellectual shadow land 

He is obvious and elementary 

He is simply the type of man who loves to crack 
a whip. ‘To Legree it in his own particular stamp- 
ing ground, 

He wants material success and power at any cost, 

He has no other standard by which to judge life. 

Napoleon's question was, “What have you done. 
Handy's are: “Who have you done?” “Who can you 
do?” “What have you got?” . 

He has never been known to be true to either 
himself or anyone else, He not only wants success 
for himself, but admires and demands it in others. 

It is the passport to his esteem, 

It is the one thing he understands. 

If you will watch his career at all you will see 
that, as far as he has a philosophy at all, it is that 
merit rides in a motor car. 

The moment you succeed he will court vou. 

You may be only a successful mountebank. Never 
mind, mountebanks have their uses, 

As I said, he has no prinieples. He believes with 
Mr. Bigelow that 


“A merciful Providence fashioned us hollow 
So that we might our principles swallow. 


The one principle to which his loyalty never falters 
is to be on the side of the big battalions, 

This habit of quick decision, dictated without re 
gard to principle, is the key to his success, 

He carries no intellectual or moral impedimenta, 
has no sentiment, is anchored to no theory, holds 
no view of life. He simply asks, “What will win, 
und then “goes into it bald-headed.” 

In the stock exchange you will find hundreds 
of Handy Andys, men of that ranid, decisive type 
who bull and bear with happy indifference to intrin- 
sic merit, and to whom the issues of war and poli 
tics are of importance only as they affect his pocket 
and power, 

He would sooner 
Salvation, 
Not that he wants their love, but their influence. 

No one readier than he to change his opinions 
in a night. 

He is wedded to no old clothes : 

He is so humbleminded a person, that he is al- 
ways prepared to adopt those of other people pro- 
vided they represent the A 

He backs an opinion as he would a horse—because 

believes it will win, 
ee reminds me of the story of Lord Chancellor 


be the people's idol than merit 


THROUGH THE LOOKING GLASS 


Thurlow and the Nonconformist deputation that 
went to him to protest against some unjust advan- 
tage he had given to the Established Church. 

“Why,” asked the deputation, “do vou always 
show this partiality for the Established Church?“ 

“I show partiality for the Established Church,” 
said Thurlow, “because it is established, Get your 
sect established and then I'll show partiality to 
you, 

It is this commercial spirit that is Handy Andy's 
contribution to his time. 

He is the shop window politician of Edmonton, 
and his agents are numbered among you by the 
score, 


Fate is often unkind 

Good intentions sometimes get snowed under. 

Such was the unhappy experienee that befel Al- 
derman May's Fire Prevention Saturday last week. 

Nature is impatient of the repulsive, and unclean. 
Mark how, if left to herself, she reduces and buries, 
all things unsightly, and a menace to the living. 

The filth that accumulates and cumbers the earth, 
wherever man makes his dwelling. 

I have sometimes wondered where the homeless, 
helpless dead things disappear to. The birds 
wounded and left to die, 

The shelterless, domestic animals who have neith- 
er owner nor roof-tree, 

And then I remember that the rain comes down 
and washes the earth 

The sun performs his purifying functions. 

The heat, the cold, all unite to do their share te 
keep the earth a vast city beautiful, 

Only we, we humans—fail to do our part, 

It was, last week, as if Old Mother Goose had 
become impatient of sweeping imaeinary cob-webs 
off the sky, and had descended u her great bag 


of goose feathers, to cover up what she had come 
to believe, no earthly person took any interest in 

I beg to move that the first fine Saturday, Mayor 
Armstrong again declare Fire Prevention Day. 

With all these disclosures of would-be graft and 
wickedness, and attempts at cheating in high places, 
and in our civie life, | have sometimes wondered 
if the appointment of a woman, a rern cap 
able house-keever to superintend the eity house: 
cleaning, wouldn't be a good thing, 

1 would give her a good salary, 

See that she kept herself informed of «what was 
being done along these lines in other cities, 

Make her resnonsible for untidy lots, for unsani- 
tary conditions in the lanes, for clean streets, 

Give her authority to poke around the provision 
shops and see what was being neglected in the way 
of taking proper care of the food, 25 

1 would suggest her making an occasional visit to 
the dairies, to the bake-shops, 

1 would use great care in her selection and ap- 
pointment, 

I don't think I'd leave her in the hands of the 
Municival Employment Bureau, 

It stands to reason that a woman accustomed to 
dealing with the petty details of house-keeping. 
The woman who insists on the proper sweeping and 
dusting of her own home; on the care of children; 
The woman on whom the family’s health resolves, 
The woman who understands the importance of 
using only sound fruit and vegetables for presery- 
ing and pickling, Who has to keep an eye on every- 
thing from a sink to a furnace, would be a pretty 
capable sort of a person to poke around the city, 
and supervise its house-cleaning, 

T am not advocating woman's rights, 

I am rather calling attention to a city’s wrongs. 


THE ILLNESS OF THE CZAR’S HEIR 


Grave fears have been entertained for the Eight-year old Son of the Emperor of 
Russia, who has been dangerously ill during the past week. 
Nicholas II and the Grand Duke Alexis at a recent Review, 


ou have had your men inspectors. 
g at the result. 

he women couldn't be worse. 
Give them a chance. 


Look what Jane Aadams accomplished in Chicago. 
, Around Hull House, where she is at the head of 
the Social Settlement work, the conditions of both 
howses and streets were of the vilest possible char- 


r. 
ane Aadams set herself to change that order of 
things. 
mehow the City Council were induced to ap- 
paint her a Street Commissioner, 
Yow go to that same district and see what this 
woman has brought about. 
Women act on impulse. Men on * 
428 is sometimes wrong-headed, but it has 
ays this merit, it is regardless of consequences. 

While Bill Smith is puzzling out how a cegtain 

ion of his will affect his business relation pith 
Sawyer, Mary Jones is going ahead, 1 hes 

plishing things, and letting Tom Sawz f, i cit 
mp it, as he sees fit. 1 

While boasting of our go-aheadness, and cuter- 
pe, the City of Edmonton might show its broad- 

dedness by acting on this suggestion. 

A year from now, if Alderman Clarke is still alive 
ahd kicking, and if he's the first, he's sure to be the 
last, Johnny Bown’s ay ‘Il be hanging from a 
high apple tree (it'll need a high one) and Asses- 

Walker's body, it will keep him com-na-ny. 
But don't let us first forget the tar and feather- 


itig. 
{ don't know the new Assessor by sight, but [ 
e he’s short, then I can get off an obituary with 
“and that’s the long and short of it” sandwiched in 
sOmewhere. 

The City Solicitor, I should imagine, would cause 
something like a sensation with his tar and fea- 
thers, 

As the subject for a cartoonist's brush, his war 


The above shows 


paint, would prove most effective in adding to his 
lines and curves, 

But wasn't Joe perhaps a little drastic in 
methods ? 

Would nothing less than a hanging satisfy him? 

How would He like to be hanged? 

I never thought Mr. Bown looked to be such a 


his 


desperate criminal myself, 
out, 

His own business | should imagine would take 
him very often among criminals, 

If he doesn't know one, who should? 

It takes a lawyer to catch a thief, or am I right? 

I know they always set one of a kind to catch 
another, 

All I can say to Mr, Bown is—"I'm surprised. 
I am, really.“ ‘ 

Heard the other day some one had offered him 
thirty-seven thousand for his residence and lots on 
the corner of Seventh Street. 

Mightn’t he better have accepted it, and skipped 
before the tarring? 
majors they hanged him from that high apple- 
tree 

We live in a strenuous age. 

While Joe is with us, life should never pall, 

I couldn't help thinking as I read of his encoun- 
ter and solo word-passage with the Solicitor and 
Assessor, what a dignified figure he will cut as 
Mayor of Edmonton, 

Tam sure Mr, William Short has no such fund of 
picturesque language to draw on at a moment's 
notice. 

ven Mr. Magrath would be handicapped, | 
should imagine, by his church affiliations. 

Of course there might be a difficulty in getting 
aldermen to serve under Bluebeard Joe, 

That “Fee, fie, fo, fum“ of his in the midst 


It takes Joe to find 'em 


of 


PRICE 5 CENTS 


calm deliberations, would be a bit upsetting 
His election should, though, be a tremendows lift 
to the local insurance companies. 
The whole question of this Voters’ List business; 
the court proceedings, and the aftermath, reminds 
me of the trial scene in “Alice in Wonderland.“ 


“All persons more than a mile high, to leave the 
court,” said the King. 

Everybody looked at Alice. 

“I'm not a mile high,” said Alice. 

“You are,” said the King, 

“Nearly two miles high,” added the Queen. 

“Well, I shan't go, at any rate,” said Alice; “be- 
sides that's hot a regular rule; you invented it just 
now. 

“It's the oldest rule in the book,” said the King. 

“Then it ought to be Number One,” said Alice. 

The King turned pale, and shut his note-book 
hastily. 

“Consider your verdict,” he said to the jury, ina 
low, trembling voice. 

“There's more evidence to come yet, please Your 
Majesty,” said the White Rabbit, jumping up in a 
great hurry; “this paper has just been picked up.“ 

“What's in it?“ said the Queen, 

haven't opened it yet,” said the White Rabbit, 
“but it seems to be a letter, written by the prisoner 
toto somebody.” 

“It must have been that,” said the King, “unless 
it was written to nobody, which isn’t usual, you 
know.” 

“Please Your Majesty,” said the Knave, “I didn't 
write it, and they can't prove that I did; there's no 
name signed at the end.” 

“If you didn’t sign it,” said the King, “that only 
makes the matter worse. You must have meant 
some mischief, or else you'd have signed your name 
like an honest man,” 

“That proves his guilt,” said the Queen, 

“It proves nothing of the sort!“ said Alice, “Why 
you don't even know what the verses are about!“ 

“Read them,” said the King. 

These were the words the White Rabbit read; 


“They told me you had been to her, 
And mentioned me to him; 
She gave me a good character, 
ut said I could not swim. 


“He sent them word I had not gone 
(We know it to be true) 
If she should push the matter on, 
What would become of you? 


“I gave her one, they gave him two, 
„ YOU gave us three or more: 


“If Tor she should chance to be 
Involved in this affair, 
He trusts to you to set them free, 
Exactly as we were. 


— —— —— — 


My motion was that you had been 
(Before she had this fit) 
An obstacle that came between 
Him, ard ourselves, and it 


(This verse iv varticularly put in for the benefit 
of the Mayor, who is evidently intended as the 
subject of the address by Messrs) MeAdams and 
Brown) 


“Don't let him know she liked them best 
For this must ever be 
\ secret, kept from all the rest, 
Between yourself and me.“ 


"Why there they are!” said the 
phantly, pointing to the tarts on the table 
thing ean be clearer than that.” 

Then again—"before she had this 
never had fits, my dear, I think?“ 
Queen, 

“Never!” said the Queen furiously, throwing an 
inkstand at the Lizard as she spoke. 

“Then the words don't fit you,” said the King 
“It's a pun.” he added in an angry tone, “Let the 
jury consider their verdict.” 

“No, no!“ said the Queen, 
dict afterwards,” 

“Stuff and nonsesne!” said Alice, loudly, 

“Hold your tongue!” said the Queen, turning 
purple. (Joe Clarke, please take notice.) 

“Tl won't,” said Alice, 

“Off with her head!“ the Queen shouted, ete., 
te,, etc, 

It makes one's head ache the confusion of it, but 
when is a tenant not an occupant, and when is a 
pot-boy not a tenant, and when are both something 
else, and when is 1 Clarke ever sensible, and 
wasn't Mr. Bown the patient one not to answer him 
back, and what would Mr. McMillan have done if 
he had been alive and there, and who is Bob Ham- 
ilton, and why was his name suggested as the head 
of the Municipal Employment League, and who 
were McAdams and dear Mr. Brown working for, 
and what was there in it for them, and is the same 
Him really backing Joe Clarke, and why doesn't 
McAdams stay satisfied with boosting the Outfit 
in his paper, and why did the Mayor give them 
away (though I'm glad they didn't bunco him that 
time), and who altered the lists, and why don't 
they hang and feather him, and who's going to give 
Joe Clarke the automobile, and who's back of The 
Capital, and do you suppose Mayor Armstrong will 
sneak out of The Capital window this year with 
Joe Clarke and the rest of them????? ae 

But I have no breath left, but plenty of curiosity, 

When thieves fall out-—the public usually gets 
a look in. 

Getting pretty bold, those fellows, though!“ 

“Take our Parliament, one feels like crying, 
“help yourself to all the school lands, and the loose 
natural resources you can lay your hands on, but 
spare us our little City Council. 

The Bunch might leave us that, 


Continued on Page 8 


King, trium 
No 


fit“ — “ Vou 
This to the 


“Sentence first-—ver- 


FASHIONABLE FURS 


We are now ready to Show 


Coats, Stoles, Ties, 
Collarettes and 
Mufts 


Seal skins from the South 
Sea, Parsian Lam 

Asia Minor, Mi 
Labrador. 


Never in our experience, since we started business in Edmon- 
ton have we had so large or so carefully selected an assort- 
ment. Remember, too, every fur we sell is guaranteed. Then 
Quality, Workmanship and Price make our store the fur store 
of Edmonton, : 1 8 8 8 4 1 


Alexander- Hilpert Fur Company 


609 Jasper West Phone 4094 


CRANFORD HOUSE 


Antique Furniture, 
Fine Old China, and 
Rare Silver and 
Sheffield Plate 


Bought and Sold 


519 SEVENTH ST. 


Henderson’s 
Edinburgh 
Biscuits 


Are Now Stocked by all 
The Leading Grocers .’. 


Give Them a Trial 
You Will be Satisfied 


Henderson's Arrowroot Biscuits and Wafers 
are Specially Suitable for Children 


Sole Agents 


HOLLOWAY REID & co., Edmonton. 


FIRE INSURANCE 


mone ise. ouonton ROBERT MAYS 


MUSICAL AND DRAMATIC 


At the close of this week J l. 
monton is to have the privilege of 
seeing one of the most successful 
plays of recents years,, Pomander 

Valk.” Its author, Mr. Parker, 
stands in the very forefront. of 
modern dramatists and we are 
very fortunate in having the op- 
portunity of becoming acquainted 
with his work while it is still in 
its way a new sensation. 

Just now London is thronging 
to witness his latest triumph, the 
Elizabethan play, “Drake,” in 
one of the roles of which that 
brilliant young actress Miss Phyl- 
lis Neilson-Terry has added very 
largely to her reputation by her 
1 al of the virgin queen. Mr. 

ynn Harding is described as giv- 
ing a masterly presentation of the 
character of Drake himself. 

The Times had this to say in a 
recent issue of this very notewor- 
thy production 

Amid scenes thronged with pic- 
turesque crowds or packed with 
adventure or singing with merri- 
ment—scenes throbbing, as it 
were, with the full life of our lus- 
ty Old England—there is one 
scene that stands apart, as some- 
thing really fine and memorable. 
It is a scene that has what the 
others do not, and could not, af- 
fect to have—spiritual beauty. 
Drake has brought his fleet to 

rilous seas, but the worst peril 

s a-board. There is a traitor in 
the company, who has not only 
‘plotted against Drake's life but 
against the safety of the fleet. He 
has stirred up mutin * the 
officers, setting the soldiers 
against the sailors. Quickly Drake 

uells the mutineers, forms a 

ourtmartial, and tries the aceus- 
ed man, who is in a few moments 
condemned to death. Then the 
traitor purges himself of his 
crimes in his last hour, He makes 
full confession, asks the forgive- 
ness of all, aad bids them pray for 
him. With Drake his parting is 
of the tenderest. They had been 
friends of old, and in this supreme 
moment the two men, judge and 
condemned, become friends again. 
They drink solemnly to one an- 
other in a loving-cup. Then the 
man falls upon Drake's breast 
and Drake quietly kisses him. Of 
this scene Mr. Louis Parker has 
made a beautiful thing, a thing at 
once a magnanimity and mansuc- 
tude, Its value in the play is in- 
calculable. It strikes a 01. 
gravity, of sweetness, of dpifitual 
peace, and yet strikes it with un- 
dertones of manly courage, even 
of the Plutarchian-heroic. ‘Ex 
forti dulcedo, vey beautiful too, 
and with a lofty dignity, ‘in the 
Srend style,’ is the svene handled 

y its two players, Mr. Lyn Hard- 
ing and Mr. Philip Merivale. 
Here, then, Mr. Parker has risen 
‘to the height of his great argu- 
ment.“ For this scene alone 
‘Drake’ stands out as something 
better than a thee as some- 
thing worthy of the name of art. 

But of course all the rest of it 
is very much more than spectacle. 
It is, what it is designed to be, a 
patriotic stimulus, There is no 
question here of documentary ex- 
actitude, of ‘the real’ Drake, ‘the 
real’ Elizabeth. What you get is 
a gallery of ee figures, 
frankly idealized, turned, as, it 
were, to propagandists of the Eng” 
lish idea, of England as the great 
sea-power, The idea gives the 
play its unity; Drake is its out- 
ward and visible embodiment. 
You are to see in him the lusty, 
burly, dauntless, good-humored, 
essentially patriotic Englishman 
of the English idea, He is pious, 
in his way, but full of hearty fun. 
He is a born leader of men be- 
cause he is a lover of men, shar- 
ing with his crew their hardships, 
cracking jokes with them, prais- 
ng them before their Queen. 


The Pollards were given a 
warm welcome back to Edmon- 
ton at the close of last week after 
an absence of some years. ‘There 
has never been a juvenile organ- 
ization that deserved to rank with 
this, the original one, “Sergeant 
Brue and “The Toymaker were 
well adapted for the youngsters 
and they made the most of both, 


A stock actor who is thorough- 
ly convinced of the vindictiveness 
of women tells this tale in sup- 
port of his opinion: 

“I had a woman enemy once. 
She was leading woman in the 
company when I was leadi 
man, On the stage we were a 
ways lovers, but off the stake we 
didn’t speak. I had a scene with 
her where I was obliged to fold 
her in a fond embrace. I wore 
a frock coat and a lovely light 
satin cravat in this scene. And 
what did she do? She rubbed 
her grease paint makeup. agalhst 
that tie every time. I had to buy 
a new tie for every performance. 

“After a week of this another 
woman in the company told’ ne 
what to do, ‘The next time my 


lady rubbed her damask cheek 
against my man! puff she got a 
joyous surprise. Her face looked 
ike a road map.” 


Berton Graley, who writes a 
great deal of verse in the vernac- 
ular, pays his respects to “The 
Chorus Lady” in the following: 


Ain't she the nifty thing, 
Decked in her stagey splendor? 
Nothing to do but sing 
And watch for a cheerful spen- 


der. 
Nothing to do but dance 
Tripping the light and airy? 
Oh, it’s a gay romance, 
Being a chorus fairy. 


Kin't she the lucky girl? 

Dancing her twinkling pegs off, 
In a musical comedy whirl, 

Working her shapely legs off 
Earning her “18 per,” 

By toil that would kill a farm- 


er. 
Gee, but I envy her! 
Ain't she the merry charmer? 


Nothing to do but hark 
To a cussing stage director, 
Who's made his shining mark 
As a verbal vivisector! 
A target for wolfish eyes 
Staring from box and gallery, 
Over the stage she flies, 
Trying to earn her salary. 


Nothing to do but work, 

Supporting an aged mother, 
Dodging the beastly smirk, 

OF meaty a “god girl's“ brother. 
Just paste this in your lid 

And take it direct from Sadie: 
It ain't no sinecure, kid, 

This being a chorus lady. 


“WHY I AM A BACHELOR” 


“A Paris weekly journal has 
been asking its bachelor readers 
to say why they prefer celibacy. 
The replies may be classified un- 
der four heads. Here are a few 
replies from the first and largest 
class, who might be described as 
egotists,” says the Observer. 

A City Man: “Love-making 
takes too much time. There's 
more durable happiness in make 
ing money.” 

A Barrister: “I am very fond 
df travelling and want to be able 
to pack my bag and clear off when 
I like. A wile would be in the 


ways’ 
Commission Agent: “I don't 
want to be asked where I've spent 
the evening, or what I’ve done 
with my money. My time and 
N are my own.” 

A Shopkeeper: “My mother 
spoiled me. I should never get 
the same attention from another 
woman.“ 

A Journalist: “I should have to 
reduce my personal expenditure. 
No, thanks!” 


Can You Afford to be Without 
“THE MIRROR?” 


“THE PAPER WORTH READING” 


“Born, Friday, August 23rd, 1912, The Mirror, a Journal 
of protest and conviction. A weekly paper that proposes to 
speak its mind without regard to any party’s or man’s, say-so.” 


“It is an experiment. 
service be.” 


As you support it, so will its 


“With your help, we can make it a great paper; a unique 


one. 


The above are extracts from the Mirror's declaration of 
principles in its first number, and after reading it do you not 
think that it is making good, and that it is worth while having 
it come to you every week ? 


If you do, the Publishers would be glad to have you fill in 
the blank below and forward it with the Subscription price to 


THE SATURDAY MIRROR 


Room 12, Phone 6886 
269 Jasper Ave. Kast, Edmonton 


PUBLISHED WEEKLY 
SUBSCRIPTION.-$2.00 per year 


Short terms pro rata 
Enclosed find the sum of $ r Subscription to 


The Mirror for 


J. B. MERCER 


Choicest Wines, Liquors and Cigars. 
Agents for Calgary Beer, Mackie’s 
White Horse Whiskey, Stanley 
Mineral Water and Dry Ginger Ale. 


PHONE 1415 EDMONTON 


THANKSGIVING. DAY 


. SPECIAL INVITATION TO. . 


Ramsay’s Greenhouses 


— CELEBRATING OU 


FIFTH ANNIVERSARY creeniovses 


ORCHESTRA IN ATTENDANCE 2-30 to 5-30 


1 BRING YOUR FRIENDS TO ENJOY THE MUSIC AND THE FLOWERS 


Corner Victoria Avenue and 11th Street 
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IN THE FIELD OF 
INVESTMENT 


The building returns for the 
first nine months of the year must 
make those sit up with astonish- 
ment who have talked about the 
insubstantiality of western activ- 
ity. Those who have had so much 
to say about the progress that 
is being made in western cities 
consisting merely of the swapping 
of town lots are silenced. It is 
quite true that for a long while. 
out of all proportion to the 
amount of actual development. 
But that period is now long past. 

According to the Financial Post 
the total building permits for the 
nine months in 20 eastern cities 
was $53,704,532, while in 22 
western cities they were almost 
twice as large, $96,168,385. 

The returns from Calgary and 
Edmonton are the most astound- 
ing that have ever been register- 
ed in Canadian building annals. 
This looks like a large statement 
but it is not hard to prove it. Cal- 
gary with $15,261,226 stands not 
far behind the two leaders, Toron- 
to and Winnipeg with $22,210,383 
and $18,026,850 and in advance if 
such cities as Montreal and Van- 
couver with $13,327,194 and 812. 
722,097. Edmonton presses both 
of these with $12,274,142. No 
eastern Canadian city outside of 


Toronto and Montreal reaches 
the five million mark, 
Edmonton shows an increase 


over a similar period last year of 
no less than 246.9 per cent. Cal- 


„ gary’s is 46 per cent, 


Surely no further evidence is 


WE WANT 
You to See 


I hereby certify that this photo was taken by me on Beacon 


Annex, October 8th.—R. Walker. 


Robertson-Davidson Ltd. 


needed of the sound basis on 
which these cities now rest. 

A large part of the investment 
in buildings, in Edmonton this 
year is accounted for by the oper 
ations of concerns like the Cana 
dian Pacific Railway, which is 
spending a million and a half dol 
lars on a bridge, that of course 
does not figure in the amounts 
given, the Grand Trunk Pacific, 
the Royal Bank, and numerous 
other leaders in the world of busi 
ness and finance. They should 
know what they are doing in mak 
ing so large a provision for the 
future. Houses have gone up 
during the summer to accommo 
date oven ten thousand people and 
they are occupied as quickly as 
finished. Whatever doubts any 
one may have had as to the popu- 
lation figure announced at the be 
ginning of the summer after the 
special civic census, there can be 
no doubt that it is very consider 
ably in excess of this now. 


The Canadian Courier has this 
to say in its last issue:— 

“A Western dealer in real 
estate thus sums up the situation 
in a letter: ‘Farm lands good; in 
side city property fair, outside 
city lots bad.’ It is to be hoped 
that this is true and that the pub- 
lic has got tired of losing its mon- 
ey in new subdivisions. 

“During the next three years a 
hundred thousand town lots in the 
West will be sold for taxes, and 
thus pass again into the hands of 
farmers where they should have 
remained. If there is any pur 
chaser who wants town lots, let 
him attend the tax sales and he 
can get all he wants at bargain 
prices. 

“Not that the West is going 
back—it is going forward, But 
the subdivision is overdone. For 
example, the Edmonton townsite 
is now 64 square miles, as against 
Toronto's 40 or 45 square miles. 
And Edmonton is not as bad as 
some of the others.” 

This is the kind of statement 
that the person who really knows 
conditions in western cities hesi- 
tates very much about making. 
Every responsible citizen is free 
to admit that there is very consid 
erable wild-catting being done anid 
that many who have bought with- 
out knowing just what they were 
buying or without the advice of 
those who have a reputation to 
sustain are going to be losers. 

But there is pew of property 
being put on the market that is 
a very considerable distance from 


the centre of the city and that 
is really excellent buying yet. The 
thing to do is to consider the gen- 
eral trend of development and the 
extent to which the future has 
been discounted in the prices 
that are being asked, 


As for the Edmonton townsite, 
the last map shows a distance of 
seven miles from the northern to 
the southern boundary, The av 
erage width is about four miles. 
Recently some additions have 
been made, these would hardly 
bring them to sixty-four square 
miles. 


At any rate this has hardly any 
hearing on the value of property 
within the limits. These have 
been made large on purpose, in 
order that there may be no sep- 
arate communities spring up on 
the outskirts that draw their life 
from the city and yet do not share 
its burdens. The policy is one 
that avoids future trouble, even 
though it does mean considerable 
areas of unoccupied land in the 
meanwhile within the limits. 


Another doubting Thomas is 
the Grain Growers’ Guide of Win- 
nipeg. This appeared in its col- 
umns the other day :— 


“Winnipeg, and no doubt other 
Western cities, are being plaster- 
ed with flaring posters booming a 
certain Fort AlcMurray. It is 
described as “a city site, not a 
townsite.” The thick splashes of 
red ink catch the eye as one walks 
along the street as from a dozen 
bill boards this flaring advertise- 
ment fairly barks at the peaceful 
pedestrian, ‘What, and where,’ 
he asks himself, ‘is this growing 
city?’ The poster mentions Nor- 
thern Alberta.“ That is true 
very true for it is 250 miles 
north of Edmonton as the crow 
flies, and only three degrees fur- 
ther south than the Yukon. From 
the early traders in that northern 
country we know that this has 
been a Hudson's Bay tradin st 
for many years, Fort McMur- 
ray's chief use has hitherto been 
as a mission and trading post. 
Might we suggest that the mis- 
sionary force be increased and 
that in relays they expend their 
ministry upon the local real estate 
fraternity, preaching the pospel of 
giving a dollar's worth for eve 
dollar received, Just why this 
varticular plot of ground should 
become a flourishing city is not 
very apparent, at least until it has 
had a trial as farming land. 01 
course the speculators need the 


money, and what better reason 
could be advanced? The poster 
describes this venture as ‘the last 
great opportunity to make a for- 
tune out of real estate in Canada.” 
Nonsense! Fort McPherson, near 
the mouth of the Mackenzie river, 
is not yet subdivided. Here is an- 
other “city site, not a townsite.” 
which, in addition to being high 
and dry, has the advantage of be- 
ing high and dry, has the advan- 
tage of being well within the Arc- 
tic Circle. When the North Pole 
is discovered past all gainsaying 
and labelled and festooned with 
N bunting and an airship 
ine is running between it and 
southern cities what is to hinder 
Fort McPherson, being on the di- 
rect route, from becoming the 
metropolis of the Arctic Ocean? 
And even when the Yukon and 
Baffin Land have been suitably 
decorated with “city sites, not 
townsites” and profitably subdiv- 
ided and worked off on Eastern 
and preferably English investors, 
(“distance lends enchantment”) 
our enterprising wild catters need 
not despair. Mars is still left—a 
whole world—on which it is con- 
jectured people can live. That is 
more than can be said of some 
properties being boomed to-day.” 


The Mirror has no interest in 
exploiting Fort McMurray and 
has not anything to say for or 
against any particular land 
selling proposition there, but it 
must express surprise that a wes- 
tern journal should ask why there 
should be a city at this particular 
point, 

If there is any place that one 
can be assured of becoming the 
site of a great city, it is where 
water and rail meet. At Fort Mc- 
Murray will be found the termin- 
us of the railway line which will 
allow the opening up of three 
thousand miles of as fine water- 
way as there is in the world. This 
is a development that every Cana- 
dian should know something 
about. 


Edmonton plans the expendi- 
ture next year of ten million dol- 
lars on construction work. Dur- 
ing the present season no less 
than thirteen and a half miles of 
paving have been laid, and much 
would have been done if it had 
been possible to push the work 
through. A million dollars will 


by spent on this branch in 1913, 
e street railway extensions will 


FACTS THAT PROVE 


to give you some idea of the tremendous improvements and developments that 
we are carrying out on our property—We quote you our pay roll for construct- 
ion work only for the past month—from September 6 to October 4. 


Average number of men employed each week. 52 
Total amount paid out in wages for construction worle only) $2730.30 
Total amount of street grading.............ccccccceeesscsecccssssseseeeseeeeeees 1 7-10 miles 
Approximate area of land cleared of dead trees and underbrush........... 59 acres 
Approximate amount of ditching................c:ccceceseeececeeeeeee sesneeeeeees 4800 feet 
Number of houses under construction e 8 


. | have examined the checks and vouchers in connection with the construction work on 
Beocon Heights Annex and hereby certify the above figures to be correct. October 11. 


R. WALKER 


It has come to this you cannot afford to be without a lot in Beacon Heights 
Annex Vou are losing money every day that you delay your purchase. You can buy a 
lot in THE HOMESITE BEAUTIFUL for $125 up; quarter cash balance 4, 8, 12 and 
16 months. 


cost at least a million and a quar- 
ter dollars. 


The Interurban railway prom 
ises to have its line to St. Albert 
in operation by Feb. Ist. This 
will be a record bit of construc- 
tion, if the plans are carried out. 
The fact that the system of hav- 
ing power generation on the cars 
themselves is to be adopted will 
make it possible to get the line in 
oneration with unusual ranidity, 
all overhead work thus being ren- 
dered unnecessary. 

Of the advantages of these lines 
no one has any doubt. They have 
done a very great deal in the 
building up of large American 
centres and will do the same here 
Berton Braley has written of 
“The Interurban” in the follow- 
ing verses: 


I buzz across the country hills, 
1 hum along the valley, 
I cross the brooks and purling 
rills, 
I pass each lane and alley. 


I carry folk on business bent, 
I carry those on pleasure; 

I bring the countryside content 
In full and brimming measure. 


Through wind and rain and sun 
and snow, 
In every sort of weather, 
I shuttle swiftly to and fro 
And knit the land together. 


I bring the countryman to town; 
It also is my duty, 

To take the city dweller down 
To scenes of rural beauty. 


With freight I often hum along 
From farm to busy city 

(Or vice versa) and my song 
Is quite a cheerful ditty, 


Through wind and rain and sun 
and snow, 
In every sort of weather, 
I swiftly shuttle to and fro 
And knit the land together. 


The difficulties in connection 
with the building by-law having 
been adjusted, the work on the 
new theatre and hotel building.on 
third Street, next to the Empire, 
is to be proceeded with immed- 
iately, according to Mr, Sherman. 
He this week acquired a full two 
hundred feet, paying $1,000 
front foot for the 62 feet extra 
that he required. The building 
will be six storeys in height. 


Beacon Heights Annex 


I hereby certify that th: 
=" Heights Annex, Octoter 
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If your dealer cannot supply you the J. 
I. Mathieu Co., Sherbrooke, P.Q., sends 
box postpaid on receipt of price. 


OR. C. J. MADILL, 0.0.8. L.0.8., Den- 
tist, Suite 6 Loobey Block, Office 
hours, 9 to b. 


Miss BEATRICE CRAWFORD, Tea- 
cher of Piano; Accompanist; Studio, 
Alberta College. 

FRANK HM. GASSON, Insurance Spe- 
olallst in all branches. Union Bank 
Chambers, Edmonton. 


JAMES HENDERSON, F. R. I. 8. A., A. A. 
A., Architect ; Cristall Block, 42 
Jasper Ave. West, Kdmonton, 


K. C. HOPKINS, F. A.. C., A. A. C., Re 
gistered Architect; Phone 1638; 132 
Jasper avenue, Edmonton, Alberta. 


SHORT, CROSS 4 BIGGAR, Barris 
ters, Solicitors, Notaries, ete. Wm. 
Short, K. C.; Hon, C. W. Cross, O. M. 
Biggar. Offices: Merchants Hank 
Building. Money to loan, 


BARNES 4 GIBBS, Registered Archi 
tects, Percy Barnes, F. A. . C., A. A. 
A. C. Lionel Gibbs, M. S. A., A. A. 
Imperial Bank Buliding, Jasper EB. 
Edmonton P.O. Box 939. Vhone 
1341, 


WILSON Aa HERRALOD, Architect and 
Structural Enginerr respectively. 
Edmonton Room, 14 Credit Foncier 
Block; Phone 4213. Strathcona 
Rooms 7 andes Baalim ock, Phone 

3146, 


FRANK H. GASSO (, Resident Man 
ager for N. Alberta General Accl- 
dent Assurance Co, Canadian Casu- 
alty Boiler Insurance Co, Travel 
lers Life Assurance Co. Union 
Bank Chambers Phones: Office 
9 and 4812, 


QGREEMENTS FOR SALE PROW PT. 
LY DISCOUNTED 


Highest Market Price Paid. 
THE CAPITAL na COMPANY, 


iT 
47 Jackson Block, Phene 4642 
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40 JASPER AVENUE E. : 
Adjoining Orpheum Theatre 


4 


TORTURED BY 
BILIOUSHESS 


AB TERRIBLE SICK NEADACHES 
Guth Completely Cored by “ Fralt-a-tives ° 


Dagepen, Ont. July 17th, 1910, 


4 @ dreadful sufferer for man 
— Sick Headaches and Billions 


Liver. 
3 


tenen of Stomach 
VANSICKLE. 


1 
3 


all 

medicine, only to find that 

© Prait-e-tives’’ ie the one and only 

comedy that actually cures these 
(weables. 


“Pruit-a-tives’’ is the only medicine 
fm the world made of fruit juices, and 
@ the greatest Liver Cure ever dis 
zt It acts directly on Liver, 

4e ye and Skin—swectens the 
@emech and purifies the blood. 
@ bon, 6 for $2.50, or trial eine, 
= At all dealers of from Fruit-e-tives 
Ottawa. 


NOTICE TO CREDITORS 


a the Estate of John Ah Quai, late of the 
City of Edmonton, in the Province of 
Alberta, Merchant, Deceased. 


Notice is hereby given that all persons 
having claims upon the estate of the late 
John Ah Quai, who died on the 24th day 
of June, A.D. 1912, are required to send 
to National Trust Company, Limited, 
Edmonton, Administrator of the estate of 
the said deceased, or to Messrs. Wallbridge, 
Henwood and Gibson, Barristers, Edmon- 
ton, Solicitors for the said Administrator, 
on or before the 19th day of October, 1912, 
2 full statement of their claims and of any 
securities held by them, duly verified, and 
that after that date the administrator will 
proceed to distribute the assets of the 
deceased among the parties entitled thereto, 
having regard only to the claims of 
which notice has been filed with it or its 
Solicitors. 

Daated at Edmonton, this 14th day of 
September. .D., 1912. 
ALLBRIDGE, HENWOOD & GIBSON, 
Solicitors for the Administrator, 


Beware 
of 
Imitations 
Sold 
on the 
Merit 
of 
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Liniment 


CANADIAN PACIFIC 


ANNUAL EASTERN 
EXCURSIONS 


Special Rail Fares in connection 
with Trans-Atlantic Tickets. 


Round Trip Rate from 
Edmonton to Montreal 


To St. John - 

Dates of Sale, Nov. 7th, Dec. 31st, 1912 
Return limit 5 months from date of issue. 
LIBERAL EXTENSION PRIVILEGES 


$64.90 
872.90 


Fer further information, Rail and Steamship 
Tickets, apply to 
C. S. FIFE, City Ticket Agent, Edmonton, 
or write to 
R. CG. McNEILLIE, 


Dist. Passenger Agent, Calgary, Alta 


ROOFER 


THE SHOP FOR MEN 


THE MIRROR 
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THE LEISURE HOUR 


THE HOUSE OF LIFE 


By Madison Cawein 


They are the wise who look be- 
fore, 
Nor fear to look behind; 
Who in the darkness still ignore 
Pale shadows of the mind. 


Who, having lost, though loss be 
much, 
Still dare to dream and do; 
For what was shattered at a 
touch 
It may be mended, too. 


The house of Life has many a 
door 
That leads to many a room; 
And only they who look before 
Shall win from out its gloom. 


Who stand and sigh and look be- 
hind, 
Regretful of past years, 
No room of all those rooms shall 


find 
That is not filled with fears. 


is better not to stop or stay; 
But set all fears aside, 
Fling wide the door, whate'er the 
way, 
And enter at a stride, 


Who dares, may win to his desire ; 
Or, failing, reach the tower, 
Whereon Life lights the beacon- 

fire 
Of one immertal hour, 


She slept to dream that Life was 
Beauty 

And woke, to find that Life was 
Duty“ 

Someone worked it so on the 
little white-frilled pillow-shams at 
home. Worked it in bright red 
linen that the little girls who slept 
on the pillows underneath should 
perhaps, carry the lesson of it 
with them into their journeyings 
in the big wicked world. 

On the walls there were other 
quaintly-worked mottoes. They 
were mostly on cardboard, and 
told about God being Love, and 
admonishing little children to love 
one another, 

The room, as I remember it, 
was sweet and old-fashioned, with 
most ‘normous flowers on the 
wallpaper. Flowers, that danced 
and waltzed out at you by the 
light of the moon as you fell 
9 in the grey of early 
dawn as you lay with half-closed 
lids, almost seemed to bloom be- 
fore your eyes, into great bunches 
of impossible blue roses, tied with 
the most distracting silvery rib- 
bon, while the ceiling was pierced 
by glittering stars of gold. 

Gone is that little room, 
vanished the days when texts 
adorned the walls, or looked 
fixedly at you from the immacu- 
late whiteness of crimped-edged 
pillow shams, 

Now we would smile at the 
crudity that did its embroidering 
in bright red linen threads, or 
spelled mottoes at you from every 
conceivable cranny and strategic 
position available. 

Because this is an artistic age, 
when questions of color, and 
blending, and right periods, and 
fixed styles, blot out very often 
of making of one’s roof-tree, a 
the more important consideration 
home. 

Last night | dreamed a dream, 

Back over a quarter of a cen- 
tury, and over the two thousand 
odd miles that separate me from 
the house of my childhood, the 
Dream Maker Man led me, and 
as we went the years slipped from 
me, and the West was no more 
than as if I had wandered afield 
for a short visit, and was just go- 
ing home, 

I remember I was very enger 
to hear all that had happened in 
my absence, 

Was my sister home again from 
the Aunt’s? ? 

Had ‘the boys missed me? 

Were the pansies out yet? 

How was the old church on the 
corner, with the wheezy golden 
weather-cock that never told any- 
one anything? 

Had the policemen chased any 
of the children off the chains of 
late? 

Were the bumble-bees back in 
Mrs, ‘Tanner's holly-hocks, and 
had any one bottled the bees and 
gotten any honey? 

Do they still play, “Here we are 
coming gathering nuts in May? 

Have they taken the old red 
cow away to pasture yet? 

And the Dream-Maker Man 
told me “no, it was all just as I 
had left it, nothing had changed, 
and presently we were in the 
rickety old black cab at the sta- 
tion and soon in front of the 
long, white brick house, with 
the two front square bay windows, 
in ene of which my grandmother 
sat each evening over the tea-tray 
and read the daily paper. 

There she was just the same. 


The same, only dearer, and mote 
A ſor the absence. 
had never known she was 
beautiful. I had never realize 
how exquisitely her silver hair 
waved over her forehead. 1 

How graceful she was, how b 
coming and stately her rich black 
dress with the White frills at 
throat and wrist. I had never 
known how deep the love that 
shone from her steady, soft, bluc- 
grey eyes. How lovely it was to 
be home again, and held close to 
her heart, and cuddled and made 
much of! | 

At tea it was quite natural 10 
see the big table surrounded by 
the aunts and uncles, now scat 
tered and grown quite as white 
as the sweet woman who sat at 
its head. 

Nothing changed. Same cheery 
gossiping, same Grandfather lay- 
ing down the law, the same old 
invectives against Sir John A, 
Same faithful old Betty to wait 
on table. A round of the yard, 
and a look in on the corner store 
with a few loud-called rreetings 
to special chums 2 on theit 
front door-steps complete’ the 
evening until bedtime, and then I 
found myself going up the black 
walnut stair-case with the nice, 
broad, easy steps, calling good 
nights as | went, 
steps, calling good-nights as | 
went, 

The old room was familiar as | 
entered, yet different. Now 
seemed to know that it was espe: 
cially lovely having a beautifil 
grandmother to put me to bed. 

I liked those funny old mottoes 
on the wall, Queer that | hadn't 
paid much attention to them ever 
before. ; 

Funny little rustie-looking: 
frames, with spread out leaves or 
acorns at the corners with the 
boughs crossed 

Glad | had such sweet old 
things in my room, I admired, 
for the first time perhaps in criti 
cal fashion, the mahogany swing 
ing mirror, 

Nice wall paper. 

I liked the big blue roses. 

“Hope you haven't let ante 
have my poket-bonnet,” I said to 
my Granny, “the one with the 
brown velvet, lined with pink 
silk?” 

“Helen wore it once,” she told 
me. “You don't mind.“ 

“Where,” I heard her say, did 
you ever tear that big slit in your 
dress?” 

Did I tear slits in my dresses? 

I hadn't remembered climbing 
lately, Instead I began to have a 
vague feeling of care and respon- 
sibility and bewildérment. 

Being an “understanding Gran- 
ny“ I tried to tell her about it, 
but she just smiled and said it 
was good to have me home again 

“Now say your prayers,” 

Lickety! If I hadn't forgotten 
them, 

And then we took off, she and 
I, the pillow-shams, and folded 
back the wire frame which held 
them so primly in place in day 


time, What was that written on 
the shams? 
“She slept,“ she read, “to 


dream that Life was Beau—ty, 

“And woke to find,“ —she 
paused—"that Life was duty.“ 

“You, little harum-scarum girl,” 
said she, “as yet you don't know 
what beauty is, 

“Duty—well that means being 
obedient, and doing the — things 
you know you ought to do, i 
means service.” 

And then she was gone, 

It was puzzling wasn't it? 

Oh but 1 didn't like doing the 
things I ought— 

I didn’t like going to school, 

I hated doing my duty, 

0 


Across the still morning air, the 
rattle of the six o'clock car awoke 
me, 

In a vague way it annoyed me 
in a most irritating fashion, 

Where was |? 

What was I| thinking about? 

Something about shams and 


duty 

The wallpaper with the stars 
and big blue roses had vanished, 

Back again to Edmonton, and 
responsibility—and getting up 
and work and Duty, It appar- 
ently common to both places, 

Then, only a hazy idea that it 
meant something unpleasant, 

To-day, that with that very sense 
of obedience, and service, Mesure 
comes to, 

If these twenty-five years after 
then, the lessons the dear, beauti- 
ful Grandmother and the little red 
embroidered shams taught me, are 
still with me, is there perhaps not 
u suggestion to us mothers, that 
the supposedly trivial things and 
surroundings of childhood, come 
back in the after-days of life, to 
remain with our children in start- 
lingly vivid fashion, 

‘he apparently unnoticed ad- 


monitions and advice, the mottoes 
on the shams, 
Home—as you and I are making 
it for our boys and girls. 

Dreams are just dreams—per- 
haps. But sometimes they effect 
the business of the world. 


A QUEEN’S SONG 


Oh, gall to me my jewelled fan 
My robes, my thrones, my 
crowns! 
I long to hear the pipes of Pan 
At morn, upon the downs. 


The carven trees about me now 
Are porphery and jade. 
And my soul sobs, remembering 
how 
We slept in beechen shade. 
E. B. C. Jones. 


The above is an exquisite little 
—— sent me in this week by a 
riend, and written by a young 
English girl of his acquaintance. 

here were four or five in all. 
Not one of them but stamps their 
author as a child of genius, and a 
being to whom the Gods have 
been very very kind. 

Listen to this one: 
There is romance in masts of 

ships 

Crowded against the skies; 
Romance in curving hair and lips, 

In living hands and eyes; 
Romance in paths remote and 

green, 

In outlines of the downs, 

And unknown faces, dimly seen, 

In byways of strange towns 

K. B.C. Jones, 


And this: 


My heart has no accurate tongue, 
And where is the soul in my 
speech ? 
Can the hair's breadth thought be 
sung? 
Nay, for it swerves e’er it reach 
The lips, e’er it stain the page. 
How shall the spirit speak ?— 
In the face of 279 and sage 
I maintain: Words are weak. 


Music alone of all 
Is the voice of the soul. 
Yet. Enterpe holds me in thrall, 
I serve her heart-whole, 
For as, tho’ not me that you clasp, 
Yet me, through my hand: 
So someone may dimly divine 
(Reading these verses of mine) 
—The shade of my meaning may 
grasp; 
And perchance understand, 
-E. B. C. Jones. 


In all of them, there is, as my 
friend remarks, a hint of Swin- 
burne, 

In the beautiful imagery, the 
exquisite word-painting, and the 
minor thoughtful undertone, in 
which perhaps Swinburne excels, 
more than any other English poet. 

But--though not in the sense of 
any plagiarism or suggestion of 
that nature Miss Jones’ work too 
is strongly reminiscent of another 
great favorite of mine, Laurence 
Houseman, 


With rue my heart is laden 
For golden friends I had, 

For many a rose-lipt maiden 
And many a light-foot lad. 


By brooks too broad for leaping 
The light-foot boys are laid: 
The rose-lipt girls are sleeping 
In fields where roses fade. 


Had | more time, I might have 
picked on one that perhaps better 
illustrates why Laurence House- 
man came to my mind, the mom 
ent I read Miss Jones' first poem. 
But if you know Houseman and 
his “Shropshire Lad,” you will 
recall for yourself the same ex- 
quisite something which makes 
them kin, and incidentally — fur- 
nishes the peculiarly appealing 
quality common to both, 

I have to thank the sender of 
the verses for a rare treat, and for 
the interest he has shown in “The 
Mirror.” 


ADVERTISE 
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McLaughlin’s 
“DRY” 


PALE GINGER ALE 


With Your Meals--Appetizing and Refreshing 


ALL GROCERS AND LIQUOR STORES 


R. N. FRITH K W. TOWNSHEND A. J. TEL. TER 


Frith-Townshend 
Company, Lid. 


Financial Agents 
Insurance, ns 


Trust Funds Invested, Western Debentures Bought and Sid 
Estates Managed, Rents Cllected, Mrtgages and Insurance 
Effected, 


Our Insurance Department 
Covers all Lines 


CASUALTY 

FIRE 

LIFE 

AUTOMOBILE 
THRESHING MACHINE INSURANCE 


LIVE STOCK 
EMPLOYERS’ LIABILITY 
BONDS 


MARINE INSURANCE 


Real Estate Bought and Sold on 
Commission 


We invite correspondence in all matters pertaining to Edmonton, 


References ; 
BANK OF MONTREAL. R. G. DUN & Co. 


Omce 
637 FIRST STREET, EDMONTON, ALTA. 


UNDERTAKERS 


Private Chapel and Ambulance 
Lady Assistant When Required 
Parlors on Fifth Street and Jasper Ave 


McCOPPIN & LAMBERT, LTD. Phones: Office 4515; Stable. 1 


IN THE WORLD OF SPOR 


A CALL TO ARMS (AND 
LEGS) 


“Come out, ‘tis now September:“ 
Ye Muddied Oafs draw near, 

King Footer reigns, remember, 
The rest of all the year. 

Come out, ye men of muscle, 
Backs, Forwards, Goalies, 

Halves, 

And for the time-worn tussle 

Prepare your fatted calves. 


Lo! where the light winds wander 
And greenest ‘grasses grow, 

In next to nothing, yonder 
Behold the friendly foe, 

Hard fighters, primed with ardour 
To dribble, shoot, and win, 

And hack you even harder 
Upon the shiny shin. 


Hark! how the crowds are yell 
ing 
Over each pass and spurt, 
Till half the Heavens are telling 
The deeds of Bill (or Bert). 
Hark! how their hoarse tones car- 


r 
Till all the earth is still, 

To hear their “Nah, then, ’Arry,” 
And “Buck up, Bert (or Bill).” 


Gone is the wailing Willow; 
The Tennis field lies dumb, 

Or sobs upon his pillow— 
Footer, in fact, has come, 

And by yon weeping wicket 
pray (perhaps in vain) 

It may not be, like Cricket, 
Drowned in the drenching rain, 


—Truth. 


Do you remember that cartoon 
that appeared in Punch at the 
time of the siege of Ladysmith, 
depicting a cricket match in pro- 
gress in the beleaguered city, A 
batsman stood at the wicket and 
down the crease came a shell, “No 
hall” was the title. 

The other day I came across a 
story in Sir Alfred E. ‘Turner's 
“Sixty Years of a Soldier's Life” 
which recalled this. It was of the 
time during the Fenian troubles 
when Lord Spencer, a keen crick- 
eter, was viceroy of Ireland. Sir 
Alfred writes: 

“The Zingari were invited by 
him to the Viceregal Lodge, and 
a match was organized between 
a selected Viceregal team and the 
visitors. When it came to Lord 
Spencer's turn to go to the wick- 
et, it was seen with surprise that 
he was closely followed by a man 
in ordinary garments and carry- 
ing an umbrella, with one of his 
side pockets bulging considerably. 
It was at first thought that it 
must be a relief for one of the um- 
pires. . It soon, however, 
became apparent that it was one 
of the Viceroy's personal guards, 
an ex-sergeant-major of the 40th 
Regiment and a Victoria Cross 
man, . and the bulging ob- 
ject was his revolver. The 
spectacle of the Lord Lieutenant, 
hat in hand, going to the wicket 
on his own ground protected by a 
Victoria Cross man armed with a 
revolver was unique and remark- 
able.“ 


A writer in one of the London 
yapers has this to say on a sub- 
ject that we are gradually getting 
different views in regard to in 
Canada and that has an especial 
interest to all to whom an outdoor 
life appeals :— 

Last Saturday Mr. Morrell, 
father of the National Sunday 
League, was eighty-nine. As 
long ago as 1855 he was advocat- 
ing the opening of museums and 
public bands in the parks. At last 
military bands were allowed in 
the Royal parks, and the archbish- 
ops; priests, and deacnos prophe- 
sied the ruin of England. ‘The 
parson still trembles at Sunday 
amusements, but golf and lawn 
tennis, cycles and motors, and the 
river have healthily emancipated 
the people from the priest. There 
is football and cricket on playing 
grounds near and around London, 
All these amusements are not in- 
consistent with divine worship, 
By such recreation, sobriety and 
happiness and health are encour 
aged, and folk have less time to 
think of the blessings of single 
land taxes or myriad protection 
duties, A happy people is easily 
governed, Our priests of the Es- 
tablished and Nonconformist 
Churches have done their best to 
make Sunday miserable, But the 
people have prospered, and have 
had their way. In the fullness of 
his years the leader of the move- 
ment sees the people, at all events 
in the south, learning to enjoy 
themselves, even though southern 
watering-places become places of 
damnable desolation.one day in 
the week. Bigotry still ramps on 
town councils,” 


The Youth's Companion, pub- 
lished in the home of the world’s 
baseball champions, has this to 
say about the language of sport- 
ing editors: 

‘Baseball undoubtedly appeals 
to more Americans than any other 


sport, and reports of the profes 
sional games attract more readers 
than reports on any other sport- 
ing events. It is a pity, therefore, 
that the great city dailies do not 
hire sporting editors who can 
write English. Here is the open 
ing sentence of a two-column re 
bort of a recent game: ‘Joe Wood, 

e of the smoke, master weaver 
of the stuff that pennants are 
made of, drove his swift shuttle 
slings through the warp of his 
budding record again yesterday, 
and added a great victory over 
Walter Johnson to the general de 
sign,’ and so on. ‘The least slip 
up looming in lethal dreadfulness 
before him.’ The defenses shar- 
ed the center of the spotlight only 
at spasmodic intervals.’ This, of 
course, is only an ignorant man’s 
attempt at fine or impressive writ 
ing; but the rest of the two col 
umns is made up of slang that 
would make Noah Webster turn 
in his grave. What is likely to 
be the effect of this mental ‘slop 
on the speech of the millions of 
boys who feed on it?” 

Vhat the Companion says is 
very E true. Slang may be 
used in such a way as to be really 
humorous, George Ade has 
shown its possibilities. But there 
is no doubt that most sporting 
editors so strive for effect with 11 
that their work becomes simply 
foolish, 

The brightest sporting report 
ing is freely interspersed with 
slang that is in ordinary use but 
it does not depend wholly on this. 
As an example of the best take 
the baseball reports of the New 
York Herald, In the first game 
of the world series, we were toid 
how Snodgrass stepped to the 
i and “helped himself to three 
iberal portions of briggit October 
sunshine.“ That is very much 
more expressive than any strained 
slang phrasing. 

But the man who undertakes t 
reprove another for this weaknes 
is not unlikely to feel at times 
very much akin to the person 
whose conversation was reported 
in a recent issue of Life. ‘This 
was part of his discourse: 

“Take it from us, kid, there's no 
nourishment in slinging this slang 


stuff, That's a cinch. Slang is 
all to the bad. It doesn't get you 
anywhere. Forget that Norwe- 


gian college protessor who says 
that American slang is the swell 
talk, He's trying to put one over 
on us. Either somebody's been 
handing him a lemon or else he's 
trying to con us. Listen! You 
can't make a hit with the tony 
guys unless you get a little style 
into your lingo. The trouble with 
slang is that it puts your vocabu 
lary on the blink of a jiffy, And 
then, when you want to have a 
touch of high life and throw the 
lugs, you're in bad. See? Do 
you get us, Have some class 
about you and cut it.“ 


There was considerable talk 
about the World's championship 
games being fixed in order to get 
the largest possible gate receipts. 
The whole record of such series is 
against such a charge and the ar 
rangements are not such as to 
give it any color. 

As the minimum number of 
games necessary to close this ser 
ies was four, the players were al 
lowed to participate in the pro 
fits up to the fourth game. for 
the first four games sixty percent. 
of the gate receipts went to the 
individual players, It would nat 
urally be supposed that a few 
draw games interspersed would 
add to their receipts, Not so, The 
one draw game of the series was a 
loss to every one but the specta- 
tors, Because it was a draw, all 
their tickets were good for a free 
entrance to the next day's game, 
After the fourth game the receipts 
all went to the management, It 
might be thought that because the 
the receipts the winning side could 
afford to lose a game to swell the 
players no longer participated in 
receipts for their managers, Even 
this had been carefully guarded 
against, While at the end of the 
fourth game the players had won 
for themselves the sixty percent, 
of all receipts which team was to 
get the larger share of this suni 
that amounted to about a quarter 
of a million dollars, The winning 
team was to have three-fifths and 
the losing team about two-fifths. 
For the management, therefore, 
to approach the players of a team 
with a request to lose a game to 
make another day of it was to ask 
that team to increase their chance 
of losing some eighty thousand 
dollars, The person who thinks 
that these teams were ‘working’ 
the spectators for admission mon 
ey must suggest a better method 
of making it to the disadvantage 
of the players to do so, 


Those Who direct professional 
baseball long ago came to the con- 
clusion that if the game was 10 
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prosper, it was necessary to con- 
vince the public that it was be- 
ing played on the square. They 
have amply succeeded and less 
popular games should take a leaf 
out of the book of baseball. 


Mr, William Hendrie, the well- 
known Ontario racing man is- 
sted a strong protest against the 
continuous racing that has gone 
on at the Coast this summer. 
There is no doubt that it is bound 
to hurt the sport, which has to 
watch itself very carefully in this 
as in every other country, 


That there is a large measure 
of luck in winning the King’s 
prize at Bisley has often been con- 
tended, The following from a 
London paper of recent date bears 
this out: 

“A team composed wholly of 
winners of the King’s prize at 
Bisley had to acknowledge defeat 
by the representatives of the Lon- 
don and Middlesex Counties Rifle 
Club at Bisley on Saturday. 

“The gold medalists, who were 
shooting as the North London 
Rifle Club were: Sergeant G. Ful- 


ton sen., Queen's estminsters 
(winning 188); Sergeant Om- 
mundsen, Queen's Edinburgh 


(1901); Captain Johnson, IL. on- 
don Rifle Brigade (1902); Cap- 
tain K. L. l, Davies, Queen Vie- 
toria’s Rifles (1906); Lieutenant 
Radice, Civil Service (1910); and 
Private O. G. Fulton, Queen's 
Westminsters (1912) They 
would make one of the strongest 
teams that could be got together 
to represent their country in an 
international contest. 

Their opponents, however, de 
feated them by seven points, 


\ white hope is an ablebodied 
young man with an incurable 
aversion to work, 

Il that is necessary to become 
a white hope is a massive frame, 
a Caucasian complexion and a 
press agent, the latter being in- 
dlispensible. 

The life of the white hope is 
brief and to the point, as the rhe- 
toricians are wont to say. He 
springs up during the night as 
does the meek and humble mush- 
room, poses for the photograph- 
ers, tells the story of his past 
life and enters the ring, after 
which he returns to his previous 
condition of servitude, 

James P. 3 was the ori- 
ginal white hope. He throve and 
Waxed healthy until the Black 
Hand turned off the sunlight. 

The only redeeming feature of 
the average white hope is that as 
u fighter he is good to his folks.— 
George E, Phair, Chicago Exam 
iner. 


Last Saturday's Rugby game 
resulted about as expected, the 
skins beating the Calgary V. 
M.C.A, by 18—0.~ The fight is 
between the Eskimos and the Tig- 
ers entirely and the supporters 01 
the former are more confident 
than ever after the showing last 
Saturday that the championship 
will come north, 


The hopes of the Edmonton 
soccerites were blighted on Sat 
urday when the Callies lost the 
final for the Bennet Shield to their 
namesakes in Calgary by 1—0. Ih 
was a good game from all ac 
counts and anybody's right to the 
sounding of the final whistle 


The surprise of the eastern 
Rugby situation was furnished on 
Saturday when the University of 
Toronto team, Dominion cham- 
pions for three successive years, 
were beaten decisively by Me 
Gill, 28-7, Ottawa and the Ar 
gonauts defeated Hamilton and 
Montreal respectively in the Inter- 
provincial, The overwhelming of 
Varsity will do a good deal to cre 
ate a new interest in the game in 
the east, 


SONG FOR OCTOBER 
(r. A. Daly). 


Ilo! for the frosty mornings, 
Gold and white and brown! 
One leap from bed to breakfast, 
And off we dance to town, 

Kach heart a merry tabor, 

Sounds “cheer up“ to its neighbor, 

And “God be thanked for labor 

With heaven's sunshine o'er us, 

A fair day's work before us, 

Our spirits chant in chorus, 
"Oh, joy to be alive!” 


Ho! for the frosty sunsets! 
Ruby, sapphire, chrome, 
Glow Ant, in the beacons 
God sets to light us home. 
And though the colors splendid 
With shadows gray be blended 
Before our journey's end. 
our weary hearts revive, 
The nearer we are faring 
To home-lights, warmly Baring, 
And those with whom we're shar- 


ing 
The joy to be alive. 


We extend to you a cordial invitation 
to visit our new Victrola Parlars at 


Edmonton’s Best Music Store 


And we will be delighted to have the 
pleasure of entertaining you with a 
favorite selection by any of the 
world’s ¢ reat artists. 


The Masters Piano Co. 


423-6 JASPER AVE. W. Alberta Block 


HOME OF THE NEW ART BELL, THE PIANO WITH 
THE SWEET TONE 


HAVE YOU EVER HAD 


the privilege of hearing this magnificient Victrola? If not we give 
you a hearty invitation to call at our Victor department, where we 
have an extraordinary high class stock of records. 


MASON & RISCH 


55 JASPER W. PIANOS. PHONE 2436 


All the world’s greatest Vaude- 
ville Artists make Records only 
for the 


Victor Victrola 


Hear them today at any of 
“His Master's Voce Dealers. 


Send for a free copy of our 300 
page Musical Encyclopaedia. 
Double-sided Records are 90 cents 
for the two selections. 

Victrolas are from $20 to $250. 


Berliner Gram-o-Phone Co. 
Montreal Limited 


October Records Now on Sale 


AT 


THE DOUGLAS COMPANY, 


111 JASPER EAST 


We carry the largest stock of Records and Machines in Edmonton, 


THE MIRROR 


WE MOUNT 
DIAMONDS 
PROPERLY 


You might be greatly and 
very pleasantly surprised to 
learn how your jewelry can 
be improved by remounting. 
Think of this and try 


Ash Brothers 


DIAMOND MERCHANTS AND 
MANUFACTURING 
JEWELERS. 


DIAMOND HALL 
111 Jasper West 
DIAMOND HALL BRANCH 
350 Namayo Ave. 


Mr. F. Hay Burt 


IMPORTER OF 
MILLINERY 


Showing Paris, New York 
and Chicargo Hats, besides 


my own exclusive designs, 


also the Newest in Scarfs 


and Veils. 


Suite 219 Alberta Block 
427 Jasper Ave. West. 


PHONE 5960. 


Ladies’ 
Tailors 


SPECIAL 
SHOWING 
OF 
FALL SUITINGS 


i Latest Importations 
Chinchilla Velours, Mixed Tweed 
Suitings, New Shades Broadcloths. 


FORBES-TAYLOR CO. 
Costumiers 
233 Jasper Avenue West 


A HOLIDAY BOOK 


“The only book which I take 
away with me for my holidays is 
a cheque-book,” says Dr. J. D, 
McClure, headmaster of Mill Hill 
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nis week has probably been 
tie worst on record this season 
for dances, teas, luncheons, etc. 
Probably no girl has had more al- 
fairs given in her honor at the 
Capital, prior to her wedding, 
than Miss Addie Belcher's friends 
have showered upon her during 
these last few days of her's, as a 
member of the unmarried set. 
Most of the entertaining done 
since our last issue, has been in 
her honor, and [ am sure after 
Wednesday's big wedding she 
will be quite ready for a prolong- 
ed rest. 

One of the smartest affairs was 
Mrs. Heffernan’s luncheon of 
fourteen covers, at the King Ed- 
ward on Tuesday. The table set 
in the drawing room upstairs, was 
exquisitely decorated with great 
bowls of yellow 'mums, the place- 
cards being tied with the same 
glorious blossoms, while Miss 
Belcher's favor was a beautiful 
sheaf of white bride roses, tied 
with long satin streamers. The 
luncheon itself was a very ambi- 
tious one, and served to the 
King's taste. 

Miss Belcher was looking ver 
smart in a white serge suit, wit 
a large black hat, caught with a 
cerise and white plume. Mrs. 
Heffernan wore a striking toilette 
of black ribbed velvet, trimmed 
with cerise satin, and tiny gold 
buttons, and a chic Charlotte Cor- 
day turban, en suite, faced with 
gold lace. 

Those who sat down at this 
happy party were: Mrs. Cherry of 
Winnipeg, a smart guest visiting 
Col, and Mrs, Belcher, the Misses 
Helen and Stella Heffernan of 
Guelph, the former of whom will, 
by the way, spend the winter in 
Edmonton, visiting her brother 
and his wife, Mrs. Bios, Mrs. Bal- 
mer-Watt, Miss Marjory Beck, 
Miss Emily Bown, Miss Men- 
burn, of Lethbridge, Miss Helen 
Beck of Los Angeles, California, 
Miss Bessie Forin, Miss Jessie 
Belcher, and Miss Marjory 
Brown. 


I noticed Mr. and Mrs. Juliane 
Garratt taking tea at the Blue 
Moon on Tuesday, the latter look- 
ing very smart in a black tailor- 
made with touches of white, and 
a stunning black hat, draped with 
white plumes caught flatly on the 
brim, I believe they returned on 
Monday night from their honey- 
moon, and that they are occupy- 
ing Mr. Garratt's former bachelor 
apartments on First street. 


Miss Helen Beck, who has been 
visiting her cousin, Miss od 
Beck, returns to her home in Cali- 
fornia on Sunday. 


As I think of it, Mr. Walter 
Ramsay is holding a reception in 
his greenhouses on Thanksgiving 
Day, an orchestra being in atten- 
dance, when everyone will be wel 
come between the hours of two 
and half-past five to go and see 
what a splendid display Mr, Ram- 
say has raised for the decoration 
of their tea parties, their houses, 
and for friends to send, happy 
greetings with, on the Thankful 
day. The crysanthemums are 
magnificent this year, The carna- 
tions and roses even lovelier than 
ever. And lately Mr. Ramsay im- 
ported some charming baskets 
and receptacles for the holiday 
trade, that will make an irresist- 
ible appeal to every flower-lover's 
heart. At the luncheon on Tues 
day Mrs, Cherry of Winnipeg ex 
pressed astonishment that the 
‘mums used for the table decora 
tions were actually grown in Ed 
monton, 

“Do you know,” she told me, 
“we don't raise a single cut-flower 
for sale in the Peg. They all 
come from St. Paul and the big 
American cities.” 

I thnk sometimes that we don't 
realize all that Mr, Ramsay has 
accomplished and done for Ed. 
monton, in the way of making it 
possible to procure all a city’s ad- 
vantages in the way of obtaining 
flowers for our homes and fetes. 

He is a real pioneer of the 
beautiful, and a tremendous ad- 
vertisement for what our climate 
can do in the way of growing the 
finest and most delicate plants, 
Don't fail to see his splendid dis- 
play on Thanksgiving Day. 


The following letter from 
(Mrs.) Jean Blewett, the author- 
ess, I think best explains itself. 

My Dear Peggy,—Yesterday 
brought a wire telling me that my 
mother had died on the 25th, She 
was much beloved and I feel her 
death very keenly, I wonder if 
vou would mind inserting an item 
in your paper that my Edmonton 
friends may understand why Tam 
not carrying out my programme, 
and having the pleasant visits 
had hoped. We came straight 
through when we came on here, 


— —— —— — — — — — 


as Mr. Blewett had some busi- 
ness at Fort Vermillion and Dun- 
vegan requiring his presence. 

All the Peace River country is 
in autumn grandeur, and most 
beautiful to see. It has been a 
glorious summer, even though it 
is ending in sadness. We return 
in two weeks.“ 

JEAN BLEWETT. 

Peace River Crossing, Sept. 27. 

I am sure Mrs. Blewett’s many 
friends in Edmonton will extend 
her their deepest sympathy in her 
loss, and understand her change 
of plans. 

he is a big-hearted, whole- 
souled woman who has written 
many a word of encouragement 
and sympathy for others in their 
hours of trial. In her own, I know, 
she will not be forgotten. 


The dance given by the Victor- 
ian Order of Nurses in the oa 
arate School hall on Friday night 
was an unprecedented success. 
The popularity of both the nurses 
and the cause, and the untiring ef- 
forts of Mrs, Beck, Mrs. Jennings, 
Mrs. Benson, Mrs. Spratt and 
Mrs. McNamara, all conspired to 
make it so, and if there was any 
criticism of the dance, it was that 
too many people insisted on be- 
ing present—a good thing when 
you rememebr that the purpose ot 
the affair was to raise money for 
a much-needed Nurses’ Home. 

The music, floor, and supper 
were all excellent, and with the 
presence, in large numbers, of 
some of the season's prettiest de- 
butantes, was in every way a de- 
cidedly interesting event, 

I have no space to more than 
mention the frocks of the commit- 
tee, there being such a deluge of 
social notes this week. 

Mrs. Beck wore a rich toilette 
of black satin, draped in chiffon 
and trimmed with handsome jet 
garnitures, 

Mrs. Jennings looked very 
sweet in a blonde lace robe over 
Paddy Green satin, 

Mrs. Benson wore pale blue sa- 
tin with lovely blue chiffon pan- 
nier effects, and some soft lace 
garnitures and Mrs. Spratt was 
most attractive in black satin, 
with a charming black net over- 
dress, embroidered in black and 
white beads, with a deep white 
bead fringe. 

A very striking girl Nl 
made her bow to society at this 
dance, Miss Leah Coupez. ; 

Her gown was of white satin, 
with a clinging chiffon over-dress 
embroidered in crystal, and in her 
black hair a bandeau of crystal 
and rhinestones. She carried 4 
great sheaf of white roses, and 
looked as attractive and pretty a 
girlish figure as would make any 
mother’s heart rejoice. 


At the annual meeting of the 
Edmonton Women's Press Club, 
held in Miss Forsythe’s apgrt- 
ment, the Bellamy Block, on Sat- 
urday afternoon, Mrs. Arthur 
Murphy was elected President; 
Miss Katherine Hughes, vice-pre- 
sident, and Miss Merrill secretary 
treasurer. 

Later the Club adjourned ‘for 
tea to the Blue Moon, 


} 

The first, Assembly Dance | to 
be held this Friday night, in the 
Separate School Hall, is the niost 
eagerly looked forward to society 
event of the week. 


Miss Anne Merrill entertained 
at a pleasant impromptu tea in 
the Blue Moon on Saturday, Mrs. 


Price, of Calgary, a young 
newspaper irl formerly  writ- 
ing for he Albertan be- 
ing the guest of honor. Mrs. 


Price is at present on her honey - 
moon, 

Those enjoying the pleasure of 
meeting her were: Mrs, Arthur 
Murphy, Mrs. Kim, Mrs, Balmer 
Watt, and the Misses Murphy. 


Miss Marjorie Beck had a jolly 
little tea party of young girls on 
Wednesday afternoon, Just afew 
friends to drink tea, and have a 
chat with her young sister, Miss 
Helen Beck, of Los Angeles, who 
leaves for her home at the weck- 
end, 


The Misses Murphy are giving 
a young people's tea on Saturday 
afternoon, boys as well as girla, so 
it is sure to be a jolly affair. 

Mr. and Mrs, Joseph Morris, 
and Mr, and Mrs, Garnet Morris 
returned home at the beginning of 
the week, from a delightful shoot- 
ing outing, 

Mrs. William Blackburn, who 
is living in a cosy suite at the Ar- 
lington, entertained at a pretty 
luncheon of seven covers on Wed- 
nesday. 


Mrs, Charlesworth, Mrs. Car 


VANITY FAIR 


dell of the South Side, Mrs. Black- 
burn, Mrs. Jennings, Mrs. ane 
son, Mrs. Field and Mrs, McNa- 
mara being the invited guests. 

The table was done in lovely 
yellow ‘mums. 


A smart little dinner’ of eight 
covers was given by Mrs. Mar- 
riott of the South Side early in 
the week, in honor of Mrs. Par- 
dee’s guest, Mrs, Kittermaster of 
Sarnia. 

Those enjoying it were Mr. and 
Mrs. Pardee, Mrs, Kittermaster, 
Miss Garvey, Mr. Turnbull, and 
Mr. Jack Rogers. 


The ushers of the Belcher-Gra 
ham wedding entertained at a 
jolly box-party at the Empire on 
Tuesday night, the bride and 
1 to be, Miss Jessie Belcher, 
Miss Anna Belcher, Miss Mew- 
burn, Dr. Graham, Mr. Walker 
Taylor, Mr. Dyson Phelps, and 
Mr. Kenneth Edmiston, forming 
the happy party. 


Mrs, Arthur Yockney will re- 
ceive for the first time in her new 
home, 427 Sixth street, on Wed- 
nesday, October 80th, and after- 
wards on the fourth Wednesday 
as usual, Her mother, Mrs. Craw- 
ford, and her sister, Miss Beatrice 
Crawford, will receive with Mrs. 
Yockney. 


Mrs. Richard Scoble was at 
home for the first time in her pret- 
ty, artistic home on the Stony 
Plain road on Monday afternoon, 
hosts of friends going out to take 
part in the informal home-warm 


ing. 

Kis. Goldwin Kirkpatrick 
poured tea, and the charming 
grey and rose reception room was 
sweet and fragrant with lovely 
pink roses, a cheery fire crackling 
up the wide, cobble-chimney add 
ing to the cosiness and attractive- 
ness, 

A number of hostesses in the 
West End also received shoals of 
callers on the same afternoon. 
The third Monday is practically 
the universal day now in that dis- 
trict, and busy society women 
made an afternoon of it, dropping 
in on their friends. 


The dance given by I. ieut.-Col. 
and Mrs. Helcher in the Separate 
School hall on Monday evening 
for their daughter, Anna's, com- 
ing out, was the ene and jol 
liest affair imaginable. Besides 
witnessing the coming-out of he 
youngest daughter of the hot se, 
it was also in the nature of a 
farewell party for Miss Addie 
Belcher, whose marriage to Mr. 
Graham took place on Wednes- 


dag: 

‘he salle de danse was gaily 
decorated with countless flags, 
and had numebrless cosy sitting 
out nooks arranged, where con- 
genial partners could sit and en- 
joy the pretty sight. 

The host and hostess received 
on the dais at the end, Mrs, Bel- 
cher loking very sweet and state- 
ly, in handsome amethyst chiffon 
velvet, the decolette trimmed 
with rich embroideries and some 
beautiful lace. 

Col. Belcher was, as always, 
just himself, the fine, kindly sol- 
dier, whom old-timers and new 
comers alike unite in admiring. 

The young debutante daughter 
assisted her parents in receiving 
their guests, and looked radiantly 
happy and well in her white duch- 
ess satin frock, the yoke and 
short sleeves embroidered in 
chrystals and pearls, a corsage 
knot of white satin roses and 
fresh green leaves being a smart 
finishing touch, 

The gown was gathered in with 
a satin girdle at the waist, from 
which a rope cord caught it up 
on the left side of the skirt. 

Her flowers were huge white 
mums, tied with long satin 
streamers. 

Miss Addie Belcher was look- 
ing as pretty and happy as could 
be, in champagne satin, veiled in 
a short gold lace overdress. 

By her side the most of the 
evening was the fortunate groom 
to-be of Wednesday, being show- 
ered with congratulations, and 
looking supremely happy at the 
prospect, 

Miss Jessie Belcher was wear- 
ing a lovely frock of white char- 
meuse, with soft drapings of shad- 
ow lace, caught here and there 
with wreaths of French roses. 

Mrs, Cherry of Winnipeg, Mis» 
Helen Mewburn, of Lethbridge, 
and Miss Hnor Tett, all house 
guests were all smartly frocked. 
Mrs, Cherry in the splines white 
satin, with an overdress of draped 
white chiffon heavily embroider- 
ed in silver, Fastening the train 
were two huge pink velvet pop- 
plea, while the corsage had a deep 
erthe of exquisite Spanish lace, 


embroidered in chrystals and 
rhinestones. 

Miss Mewburn was a piquante 
little figure in pale blue satin. 
with a silver embroidered tunic, 
and Miss Tett was in palest green 
silk, veiled in apricot-shaded 
chiffon the skirt finished with a 
deep lace flounce. 

Lieut.-Col. and Mrs. Belcher 
entertained at a dinner on Mon 
day evening, prior to the dance, 
the guests being all relatives or 
house-guests. 


On Friday last Mrs. Bryce 
Saunders entertained at a large 
fashionable Bridge-Tea, six tables 
first played the apparently peren- 
nially popular game, and being 
later joined by throngs of oth 
er smartly frocked women, at the 
tea hour. 


Continued on Page 8 


NOTICE 


NOTICE, is hereby given that 
an application will be made to the 
Legislature of the Province of Al- 
berta at its next session for an 
Act authorizing the Dominion 
Trust Company, a body corporate, 
incorporated under the provisions 
of Chapter 89 of the Acts of Par- 
liament of Canada for the year 
1912, and hereinafter referred to 
as the Company, to carry on its 
business and exercise its corpor- 
ate powers within the Province of 
Alberta and enacting that it may 
be appointed by the Supreme 
Court of said Province, or any 
Judge thereof, or any other Court, 
Judge, Officer or person authoris- 
ed under the law of said Province 
to make such appointment, to ex- 
ecute the offices of executor, ad- 
ministrator, trustee, accountant, 
arbitrator, adjustor, auditor, re 
ceiver, assignee, W se- 
questrator, official guardian, 
guardian, curator, or comittee of 
a lunatic, and perform the duties 
of such officers or trusts as fully 
and completely as a natural person 
so appointed could do; and to ex- 
ercise in relation thereto all its 
corporate powers, and enacting 
that the Company may be appoint“ 
ed to execute any of the said of- 
fices by any person or persons 
having authority by deed, will or 
other instruments to appoint a 
person or persons to execute any 
such offices, and that the Compa- 
ny may be appointed to be a sole 
trustee notwithstanding that but 
for such enactment it would be 
necessary to appoint more than 
one trustee, and that the Compa- 
ny may also be appointed trustee 
jointly with any person, or body 
corporate, and enacting that it 
shall not be necessary for the 
Company to give any security for 


the due performance of its duties 
in any of the said offices unless 
otherwise ordered, and enacting 
that the Company may take over 
the entire property, business and 
tend i in said Province of 
Dominion Trust Company Limit- 
ed, a body incorporated under the 
laws of the Province of British 
Columbia and licensed to do bu- 
siness in the province of Alberta 
by Certificate of Registration No. 
242, dated the 17th day of Janua- 
ty, 1910, issued under Foreign 
Companies Ordinance, and that 
all trust funds, property, estate, 
securities and powers of every 
nature and kind held, or enjoyed 
by said Dominion Trust Company 
Limited shall be vested in the 
Company, subject to such condi- 
tions and trusts as the same are 
now held upon by Dominion Trust 
Company Limited, and declaring 
that the Company shall be sub- 
stituted in the place and stead of 
Dominion Trust Company Limit- 
ed in any such office or trust as 
aforesaid, and that in every trust 
deed, mortgage, indenture, con- 
veyance, will, codicil, letter of ad- 
ministration, appointment or other 
document or authority in which 
Dominion Trust Company Limit- 
ed is named or appointed to any 
such office or trust, including any 
will or codicil, of which the testat- 
or is still living, shall be read and 
construed in all respects as if the 
Company were named therein in 
the place and stead of Dominion 
Trust Company Limited. 
DATED at Edmonton, in the 
Province of Alberta, this 16th day 
of October, 1912. 
SHORT, WOODS, BIGGAR 
& COLLISSON, 
Solicitors for the Applicant. 


The Best Time 


to buy MILLINERY is now. 


Last Week | told you about the 
lease of my Store expiring on 
January Ist.—that I had decided to 
start a clearance Sale at once, which 
would Include all the latest Chicago 
and New York Fashions. 


Commencing Today ard all this 


Week, 1 will offer a very special 
assortment of Hats that usually sold 
for 87,00 and $8.00, now $5.00. 


My Slore will be open Tonight. 


Mrs. Ferrier 
The Ideal Millinery Store 


560 Jasper West. Cor. 7th Street. 
Phone 4312. 


Madam S. GAY RAYMOND 
Dermatological and Scalp Specialist, 


Hairdressing, Manicuring, Vibrassage, Massage and Electrolysis. 


542 Jasper Avenue, West 


Phone 1478 


We wish to announce that we have with us a French Hairdresser, 
Phone 1478 for Appointment. 


Hepburn’s Ice Cream & Tea Parlor 


136 RICE STREET 


The World’s Musicial Wonder 


Electric Orchestral Piano 


Playing over 40 Different Instruments 


at 


Visit us for your Afternoon Tea 


THE CONNELLY-McKINLEY CO., LTD. 


Funeral Directors and Embalmers 
Private Chapel and Ambulance . 


Phone 1525 


Excels for 


There are many causes at the 
of an attack of kid t 


Sanol 

Canada Limited, 5 
For sale by most leading 

direct from manufacturers at 

bottle. 


Sanol is Safe 
and Sure 


| Jackson Bros; 
The Leading Jewellers 


Have opened up a 


to your order. 


@® 


SE ee , 


Jackson Bros. 


Lee dlag Jewelers and 
Diamond Merchants 


237 JASPER AVENUE E. 
PHONE 1747 
Marriage Licenses Issued 


Blue Moon English Tea Room 


Breakfast, Lunch, Afternoon Tea and Supper 
Served, Rooms for Dancing, Private Teas 
and Bridge Parties, 


» Bring 


I Heard Rather a 
Gocd One 


The song which we have chos- 
en this week is, thaps, the 
best example of all that a song 
should be. 

After reading it over carefully, 
you will not have the fainest idea 
what it is all about. You won't 
know who “Bonnie” was; you 
won't know his or her last name, 
if he (or she) had one, you won't 
know whether Bonnie was over 
the ocean in Sydney, N.S.W., or 
in San Diego, Cal. You won't 
knew why he (or she) wants his 
(or her) Bonnie back, or why 
Bonnie ever went away. 

It is a grand specimen of a 
song, and only one improvement 
is possible, is we mention in 
its place below. 

Here goes for stanza No. 1: 


My Bonnie lies over the ocean. 
My Bonnie lies over the sea. 
My Beane lies over the ocean. 
Ol. bring back my Bonnie to 


me, (4 

Bring back, bring back, bring back 
my Bonnie to me; 

Bring back, bring back, bring back 
my Bonnie to me. (5) 


(1) As we have mentioned 
above this is a gloriously vague 
ne. 
(2) Observe the second line. 
To make sure that we will under- 
stand that Bonnie is away some- 
where, the singer tells us that 
Bonnie lies over the ocean, Bon- 
nie lies over the sea. Ocean, sea; 
no chance to get away from it. 
(3) Repetition is the soul of 


song. 

(4) Why? Who is asked to 
bring Bonnie back? Who's go 
ing to pay his steamship fare? 

(5) Here is the only improve- 
ment on the song that we can 
suggest: “Bring back” should be 
repeated eight or nine times 
more. 

Last night as I lay on my pillow, 


Last night as I lay on my bed, 
( 
Last night as I lay on my pillow, 


I dreamt that my Bonnie was 
dead. (3) 


Bring back, bring back, bring back 


my Bonnie to me; 
Bring back, bring back, bring back 
my Bonnie to me. 


(1) A remarkable position in 
which to sleep. J 

(2) Probably the pillow had 
slipped down the mattress. 

(3) No wonder dreams came 
after curling up on a pillow. 


Oh, blow, ye winds over the 
ocean, (1) 
Oh, blow, ye winds, over the 


sea, 
Oh, blow, ye winds over the 
ocean, ; 
And bring back my Bonnie to 


e. 
Bring! back, bring back, bring back 
my Bonnie to me; 
back, bring back, bring back 
my Bonnie to me. (2) 


( Of course, the winds will 
blow over the ocean whenever 
they feel like it. 

(2) For heaven's sake, some- 
body bring him (or her) back his 
(or her) Bonnie and let us have 
a rest! 


The following advertisement is 
from an edition of the Slevedon 
(Eng, Mercury :— 

WANTED—A really plain but 
experienced and efficient gover- 
ness for three girls, eldest 10. 
Music, French and German re- 
quired, Brillianey of conversa- 
tion, fascination of manner, and 
symmetry of form objected to, 
as the father is much at home and 
there are grown-up sons, Ad- 
dress Mater, Post Office, Cleve- 
don, 


„Sleep, according to Dr, Nagel- 
schmidt, a German physician, can 
be induced at will by the appli- 
cation of an electric current to the 
base of the brain, We shall have 
to rewrite some of our popular 
songs,” says the Evening News: 


When days are lonely 
And nights but tire, 

I want you only, only 
You and your wire. 

Let thy sweet coma 
Over me creep, 

Kind Dr. Nagelschmidt 
Switch me to sleep! 


“Do men believe in dreams?” 
“Not after they marry them.“ 


colored 
80 you 
Have 


Georgia Lawyer (to 
prisoner)—Well, Ras, 
want me to defend you, 
you any money? 

Rastus—No, but I'se got a 
mule, and a few chickens, and a 
hog or two, 

wyer—Those will do very 


nicely. Now, let's see, what do 

they accuse you of stealing? 
Rastus—Oh, a mule, and a few 

chickens, and a hog or two. 


When father drove old Dobbin 
he sat upon a load and frowned 
on every chauffeur who wanted 
half the road, but when father got 
an auto his feeling seemed to 
switch, he glared at every horse 
he met unless it took the ditch. 


Husband—Your extravagance 
is awful. When I die you'll prob- 
ably have to beg. 

Wife—Well, I should be better 
off than some poor woman who 
never had any practise. 


“I love you!” he cried with all 
the fervent passion of a hero in a 
firstclass noveletté. 

“Oh, James“ she murmured, 
nestling in his arms. 

Pause for the usual salutations, 

“For you,” he breathed, as 
soon as he had his mouth to spare, 
“I would swim the ragingest r 
ing storm, fight my way through 
the roaring flames, tramp a thou- 
sand miles through a desert of 
sand and dust!” 

“No, no,“ she cried, “promise 
me that you'll never do anything 
oy such thing!” 

“Why, darling?” he queried 
surprised, 

“Oh think what a fright you'd 
look with your clothes all wet and 
scorched and dusty!” she ex- 
claimed severely. 

And he thanked his stars that 
he had found such a_ practical 
sweetheart, 


A lawyer and connoisseur was 
describing some of his experienc- 
es in search of curios. 

“I once entered a Wardour 
street shop in London,” he said, 
smiling, “and the salesman point- 
ed out to me a dilapidated chair, 

hat there chair, sir,’ he said 
impressively, belonged to Louis 
Crosseye, king of France. 

“Louis Crosseye?“ said I. 
‘Why, there's no such person.“ 

On, yes, there is, sir!” said 
the salesman, and he showed me 
a ticket marked ‘Louis XI.““ 


The man who fired a shot 
through the window of a room in 
which a phonograph was playin 
in “the wee sma’ hours“ —wi 
have the sympathy of some of us. 
“Can a man play a cornet and be 
a Christian?” asked a would-be 
musician of Spurgeon. “Yes! I 
think so,” said the clerical wit, 
“birt don't think his neighbors 


can, 


A man travelling in Maine met 
a middle-aged farmer, who told 


him his father, aged ninety, was 


still on the farm where he was 
born. ‘Ninety years old, ch?’ 
‘Yep; pop's close to ninety.’ ‘Is 
his health good?“ “Tain’t much 
now. He's been complainin’ for 
a few months back.’ What's the 
matter with him?’ 1 dunno; 
sometimes I think farmin’ don't 
agree with him!’ 

‘Why did you leave that board- 
ing house?’ 

‘Because the swellness was at 
the expense of the food supply.’ 

‘Four kinds of forks and two 
kinds of vegetables.’ 


A country school teacher was 
cashing her monthly cheque at 
the bank. ‘The teller apologized 
for the filthy condition of the 
bills, saying, “I hope you're not 
afraid of microbes.” 

“Not a bit of it,” the school : 
marm replied, “I'm sure no mi- 
crobe could live on my salary!" 

Captain—"Supposing the bar- 
racks were to catch fite, what 
would you sound?” 

‘Trumpeter (newly joined)— 
“Sure, sorr, I'd sound the ‘cease 
fire.“ 


Grace, aged 5, had twin broth- 
ers a year older than herself, who 
were mischievous, 

“Papa,” she said one day, “ev- 
ery night when Harry and Willie 
say their prayers they ask God to 
make them good boys.” 

„That's nice,” replied her fa- 
ther, 

“Well,” queried the little scep- 
tic, “why don't He do it?” 


“How do they serve meals from 
that lunch wagon?” 

“I suppose they serve them a 
la cart.’ 

The teacher had been reading 
to the class about the great for- 
ests of America. “And now, 
boys,” she announced afterwards, 
“which one of you can tell me t 
pine that has the longest and 
sharpest needles?” 

Up went a hand in the front 
row, ‘ 
“The porcupine, ma'am.“ 


“I don't know whether it is a 
good thing to encourage women 
to go into politics or not,” said 
the man with the furrowed brow. 


— eS 


have two or three corsets 
in constant use is really an 
economy. The newest one should 
be reserved for dress occasions. A 
second one may be chosen especi- 
ally to wear with tailored suits. 
The third and oldest one gives 
perfect freedom and comfort while 
attending to household duties. 


ACE 
CORSETS 


in a variety of models to meet the requirements 
every costume and every Spee, | Fer the well- 
Nee No. 619, Ne, 


A Peninsula is a Piece of Land Surrounded by Water 


KENNEDALE 


le a plese of land curreunded by trackage. KENNEDALE has 2 miles of trackage and this trackage 


coupled with the sites which we are giving to any 


concern, free; is 


fogitiasate industrial 
KENNEDALE in the very heart of the industries. KENNEDALE adjoins the Swift's plant, 


putting 
the Casket and Bon Factory, The Western Foundry, and 


Co., and the Great Nerthera 


Tennery. A huge milling concern has an option on 15 acres in KENNEDALE with a view of putting 
up a plant of considerable magnitude. Another large concern has promised to start operations short- 


ly. The 


tren and Wie Werks are considering the advisability of starting a 


Spokane Oreamental 
large plant adjoining KENNEDALE. Gainere have a site close in and intend building another pack- 
ing plant, and other industries are arranging for FREE SITES. Kennedale’s location (look It up on 
the map) and these great industries round it absolutely assure KENNEDALE’S future as well built up 
business district. KENNEDALE is also close to echeeols, churches, hotels, restaurants, stores, 6 
bank, poet office and car line. SECURE YOUR LOTS NOW. The chrewdest men in the city have 
been quietly snapping up KENNEDALE for some time. 


Get In Before it is All Sold. Remember this is Business Property 


| Lots $300 Up. 1-4 Cash, Bal. 4, 8, 12 and 16 Months 


TAYLOR, HUNTER & CO 


322 JASPER AVENUE EAST 


“Surely you do not doubt their 
capability?” 
Not in the least. But think of 
the appalling sums that will 
change hands if they get to bet · 
ting hats on elections. 


What success have you had 
with the portrait of your mother 
in- law?“ 

“Tremendous! It is such a 
speaking likeness that my brother 
when he came to look at it, in- 
stinctively put his cigar behind 
his hack.“ 


The Senator's wife (in Wash- 
ington): “You are sure they are 
nice people, Augusta?” 

The Senator's Daughter: Ves, 
mamma. Their father is owned 
by the same trust that owns pa- 
pa.“ 


Recently in Seattle in a cigar 
stand appeared the sign, “We 
give $18.00 | for 1909 Lincoln pen- 
nies.” No less a personage was 
attracted by this than Judge 
Watson. He walked up to the 
counter and laying down a penny 
triumphantly asked for $15.00. 
The clerk took the penny, exam- 
ined it closely, asked if it were 
genuine, and after several min- 
utes sighed and said he guessed it 


was good. 
“Certainly it is,“ answered the 
Judge. “Where is my $15.00? 
“Where,” said the clerk, “are 
the other 1908?”—Life. 


„ 


Edmonton’s Busiest Office PHONE 6918 


T is made of first quality materials by skilled 

workmen and mechanically perfect machines and 

carries with it the Eddy guarantee that it’s a 
sure light, 


LWAYS make sure you are well supplied with 
, Eddy s matches because Ii you're sure they're 
Eddy’s, you're sure they re right.” 


Bere Matches are always full M. M. count 
good dealers everywhere keep them. 


THE E. B. EDDY COMPANY LIMITED 
HULL, CANADA 
Makers also of Paper, Paper Bags, Toilet Paper 
Tissue Towels, Etc. 


— 


Through the Looking Glass 
Continued from Page 1 


Oh dear, oh dear! What may we not expect by 
this time next week! 


—_— 


The census man was taking the census at a door 
on Seventh Street. 

“How many in the family?” he chirruped, 

“My husband and myself and two children.” 

“Boys or girls? Short, tall, fair or dark?“ went 
on the Inquisitive Person 

“Girl and boy.” 

“Girl, how old?” 

“Twenty-one.” 

“Then she has a vote.” 

“What occupation?” 

“Daughter of the house.” 

“Then I'll write her down a school teacher.” 

“Oh, no.“ 

“An artist, then.“ 

“Good morning, you'll write her down what I've 
told you, nothing more, nothing less.” 

But of course they were most particular about 


The man who gets the business has strong and 
steady pull, 

He keeps his trade and paper from year to year 
quite full. 

He plans his trade announcement in a thoughtful, 
honest way, f 

And keeps forever at it until he makes it pay.” 


During the past week several business men have 
suggested that I change the name of this paper to 
“Edmonton Saturday Night,” “The Edmonton Sat! 
urday Past,” “The Mirror Saturday Night,” ete., etc 

| am always glad to receive suggestions, and f 
think perhaps there is somethin in the argument 
of these gentlemen, that “The Mirror,” alone, 14 
too suggestive of women and vanity. 

I don't know why the introduction of the idea of 
“Saturday” should always prove so popular a one, 
Pak nevertheless it is so, and J am not out to fight 
acts. 

Now I don't want to copy, even a name from any 
other paper, and the word “Mirror,” has old and 
very pleasant associations for me. 

So far as I know, it is the only paper of such a 
name in Canada, 


THE MIRROR 


not juggling the census returns, 


MORE TRUTH THAN POETRY 


“If you toot your little tooter and then lay away 


your horn, 


There's not a soul in ten short days will know that 


you sere born, 


The man who gathers pumpkins is the man who 


plows all day, 


And the man who keeps a-humping is the man who 


makes the pay 


The man who advertises with short and sudden 


jerks 


Is the man who blames the editor because it never 


works, 


Vanity Fair 
Contined from Page 6 


Mrs, Dickens and Mrs, Donald 
Macdonald were the lucky prize- 
winners, carrying home an Trish 
lace collar, and a dainty work-bag 
as favors 

Mrs. Saunders received her 
guests gowned in a handsome 
toilette of Paddy green satin, 
draped with black chiffon and 
with broad garnitures of ‘heavy 
hand-made lace 

The young daughters of the 
house received with their mother, 
Miss Marjorie a dainty — girlish 
figure in mauve shot silk, with a 
quaint, old-fashioned lace fischu, 
Miss Beatrice in hair striped pale 
blue silk, with pretty lace, and 
black velvet touches. 

The tea table, presided over by 
Mrs. Arthur Mowat and Mrs, 
Rogers, was a lovely arrangement 
of pink and white sweet peas on 
a Mexican drawn-work centre 
piece, pink shaded candles, and 
the same color effect carried out 
in the refreshments, making an al 
together charming decoration 
scheme 

Mrs. Hislop cut the ices at a 
small side table, and those assist 
ing, were: Miss Bradley, Miss 
Jean Dawson, Miss Gwen Barnes, 
Miss Alice McKenney, Miss Isa 
bel Ponton, and the daughters of 
the house 

I hear that the Women's Can 
adian Club of Edmonton” will 
shortly have the pleasure of hay 
ing Mr. Castell Hopkins of Tor 
onto address them 

— 


On Wednesday evening last 
Miss Jean Dawson made her ini 
tial bow to society at a smart 
dance given by her mother, Mrs. 
Herbert Dawson, in the Separate 
School Hall 

I don't know what IT ever re 
member being at a more brilliant 
private dance in Edmonton, It 
was notable for the number of 
Old-Timers as well as the present 
gay young set, who came out to 
greet this pretty, unaffected 
young girl, and her very popular 
mother, and lingered until the 
very last number on the pro 
gramme to either watch or take 
part in the dance. 

The hall was looking splendid 
ly, quantities of bright flags and 
graceful palms hiding the usual 
bare white walls and making one 
forget that the affair was not tak 
ing place in some private resi 
dence 

Mrs. Dawson received on the 
dais at the far end, a stately figure 
in rich black satin, glistening 
white charmeuse, veiled in filmy 
With her was her daughter, a 
charming picture of happy girl 
hood in her coming-out gown of 
white charmeause, veiled in filmy 
white crepe, the corsage orna 
mented with a fischu of exquisite 
lace, caught with a corsage bo 
quet of white satin flowers, 

Catching up the graceful train 
was another knot of satin roses, 
while in her dark hair was a soft 
bandeau of tulle, sewn with spark 
ling rhinestones 

Miss Dawson was looking very 
sweet and attractive in graceful 
white crepe de chine, with a nar 
row satin stripe, and pearl orna 
ments in her hair and at her 
throat 

The stalwart sons of the house, 
Mr. Mae, and Mr, Jack Dawson, 
were splendid assistant hosts, and 


heading. 


into the name 


Mirror.” 


I first began writing under a department of that 


I have been permitted to live this long and still 
head my copy so. 

Therefore—I am going to meet you half-way, 

This week I am introducing the word “Saturday” 


Henceforth we will be known as “The Saturday 


In that dim land we call, “the Future,” I ho 


and trust, that the name will stand for all that 44 


land. 


just, and honorable. That it will be a power in the 
J 


That it will be a menace to evil doers. 


The champion of the weak. 


A Mirror indeed, reflecting without fear or preju- 


dice, passing events of the day 


did everything to make things 
pass off smoothly. 

A delightful lighting effect was 
produced by shading the usually 
too dazzling lights, with long 
trailing ferns, giving the room 
more the effect of a conservatory 
than a stiff public hall. 

At all the teas and parties I see 
this bright young debutante as- 
sisting and enjoying the affairs as 
only a debutante can, so that al- 
ready the congratulations and 
good-wishes, showered upon her 
at her dance, are beginning to be 
realized. 

Mrs. Richard Secord was the 
hostess of a breakfast on Satur- 
day morning last, in honor of 
Miss Addie Belcher, the much- 
feted bride of this week. 

Bride roses and lillies of the 
valley formed the lovely table 
decorations, the guests being: 
Mrs, Belcher, Miss Belcher, Miss 
Jessie Belcher, Mrs. Cherry 
(Winnipeg), Mrs. Arthur Mur 
yhy, Mrs. Dickens, Miss Merrill, 
Miss Kathleen Murphy and Miss 
Evelyn Murphy, 

On Thursday last Mrs. Ponton 
entertained at an informal Mili- 
tary Euchre for her debutante 
daughter, Miss Isabel, Miss ‘Til- 
ley and Miss Norah Campbell, 
and Mr. Walker Taylor and Mr. 
Fred McKenney carrying off the 
prizes, 

Mrs, Duncan Smith entertained 
at a young people's Bridge, for 
ber guests, Miss McKenty, on 
Wednesday evening. 

Mrs, Kenneth Macdonald was 
the hostess of a three-table Bridge 
on Thursday last in honor of Mrs. 
Vardee's guests 

I went out to the Royal Alex 
Hospital on Thursday afternoon, 
where Miss Fairservice was re 
teiving formally for the first time 
since coming to Edmonton. 

\lthough the day was a cold 
blustery one, a large number of 
smart callers went out to see the 
very popular and capable young 
matron of this tremendously busy 
institution, 

The pretty rooms were sweet 
and fragrant with quantities of 
pink roses, Miss Fairservice look 
ing stunning in a lovely all-over 
white embroidery gown, With 
her was Miss Henderson of Mon 
treal, a graduate nurse of whom | 
hear wonderful things of her skill 
in her profession, 

Passing the delicious dainties, 
were Miss Campbell, Miss Frues 
dale, and, Miss Easton, three of 
the cleverest young nurses on the 
staff. 

In the tea-room yellow roses 
and pretty candle-lights made the 
tea-table a thing of beauty, and a 
popular rendezvous, Here Mrs, 
Slater presided at the tea-urn. 

Before leaving I had a peep at 
one or two of the wards, of which 
more anon, 

Now that the days are getting 
chilly, and afternoon tea is again 
a popular form of amusement, it 
will be of interest to women to 
know the Mr, Hepburn is mak 
ing big innovations at the rear 
of his main store on Jasper Ave. 
to cater to the needs of those who 
must have their cup of tea at five 
o'clock, 

Already he has outfitted a large 
modern kitchen with everything 


calculated to give the daintiest, 


quickest, and most up-todate ser 
vice in town, 

Arrangements can be made for 
reserved tables. There will be a 
dainty light lunch served in the 
middle of the day, special catering 
orders will be taken, and already 
the silver, china and other dainty 
appointments are on the road to 
carry all this out, 

From now on, tea and light re- 
freshments, and iced drinks wil! 
be obtainable at all hours and in 
the near future Hepburn’s ten- 
room will be the most attractive 
and fashionable place in town for 
afternoon tea. 

This week the Masters’ Piano 
Co. have installed a large electric 
piano orchestrollo, to add yet an 
other attractiongo Mr. Hepburn’s 
tearoom, It is the only one of 
its kind west of Winnipeg, and 
is well worth going to hear alone. 

As I think of it, Mr. Hepburn 
has the renting of. splendid quar- 
ters for private afternoon ten- 
parties, particulars of which can 
he obtained form him. 

PEGGY. 


Can anyone inform me how 
long it should take a letter or pa- 
per, posted in Edmonton before 
seven o'clock on Friday evening, 
to reach the person to whom it is 
addressed in the same city? j 

am asking out of curiosity, 

| want to know. 

| want to know because I think 
the postal delivery in Edmonton 
is the slowest and most antequat- 
ed in the world, 

| am by way of being an antique 
collector in a small way. 

I want to know if anyone knows 
of a more snail-like system, bo- 
cause if they don't, I shall feel 
justified in putting in a bid for 
this one, to add interest to my 
small assortment of things of a 
by-gone day. 

don't say, mark you, that it is 
more than two hundred years old. 

i wouldn't like to commit m- 
self to more than that. 

But surely everyone will con- 
cede, that from early Friday even- 
ing, until sometimes Monday af- 
ternoon, has got every tortoise 
beaten for the delivery of a paper. 

This is what The Mirror has 
been putting up with from the 
local office ever since it first saw 
the light of day. 

Of course I did in an early is- 
sue, have the temerity to tell of 
an incident which happened, and 
was seen by two of my mailing 
staff, behind the boxes al the post? 
office. : 

Perhaps the method of deliver- 
ing The Mirror may have some- 
thing to do with my fool-hardy 
action, 

It is up to the postoffice to ex- 
plain, 

am having a man check evety 
paper that goes out of this office 
in future, Will subscribers help 
me out to see that their papers 
are delivered on time, by notify- 
ing this office when they fail 15 
reach them on Friday afternooti’s 
or Saturday morning's first mail? 

This matter is going to ‘he 
threshed out to a finish, 

The Postal authorities might 
just as well meet me on a fair 
footing first as last , 

If all papers receive the treat- 
ment I am getting, then their of- 
fice needs looking into—And if 
they don't | 

Well I am not quite as easy as 


| may look, j 


THE HOME OF THE 
OVERCOAT 


* Hudson's Bay Company's Men's Department has without exception the 
largest and most complete collection of High- Grade Overcoats ever dis ] 
played in this City or Western Canada, Our buyer has visited the best 
markets of this Country, the United States and Europe in search of the styles 
best suited to the tastes and fancies of the men of Edmonton. And he has 
succeeded that is plainly evidenced by these wonderful new assortments. 


Canadian Styles American Styles English Styles; they are all here 
in splendid array, portraying the best that can be produced in the Countries 
mentioned. The Tailoring and Workmanship are of the Highest Order—you 
get a made-to-order fit at a ready-for-service price. Every little detail, as to 
style, fit and general appearance has been taken into careful consideration— 
each of these Garments had to first pass the critical eye of our Clothes Expert 
before entering our display room. Here, at this Store, you are positively sure 
of getting Quality and Style, whether it be a Coat at $15.00 or one at 650.00, 


Overcoats in Single and Double-Breasted Styles, Belted, Box-Back and 
Raglan Effects, with Velvet Collars, High Storm Collars and Regular Arctic 
Collars. Among the favorite materials are many swagger models in Beaver 
Cloth, Tweeds, English Worsteds and Double-Face Blanket Cloth, in shades 
and mixtures of Grey, Brown, Green, Tan, Purple and lighter effects. 


PRICES RANGE FROM 
$15.00 TO $50.00 


THE HUDSON’S BAY COMPANY 


